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Summary: "Would you do it, though?" he asked softly, 
head. " I don't know. It's just... I'm not a killer, 
humans are different than dragons, which we know I'm 
killing. If anything it's worse, even if they are Pirates." "They 
would kill you though, " he argued. She shrugged. "All the more reason 
not to, then." Sequel to The Mirrors of Eyes 


Hiccup shook her 
I don't see how 
incapable of 


1 . Chapter 1 

_**And. . . WE ARE BACK! **_ 

_**Who's pumped?! I AM. :D**_ 

_**Whoop! Alright! So, here we are! It's finally time for, 'In the 
Eye of a Pirate' ! You've read the quotes, now it's time to see what 
those all add up too. This is gunna be epic... **_ 

_**Okay so, just a little more info here... Eirst of all, no, this is 
not going to be a rated M fic. Not that I have anything particularly 
against those, it's just that this is not the story for it. Vikings 
doing intimate things is like, a really big deal. Nothing is supposed 
to happen before marriage. Obviously, Hiccup and Ari are not 
married... yet... Plus, this is just not the story for that kind of 
rated M. If you want to write your own little one-shot, then 
whatever. (Ask me first, of course) . But it will not be in here. But 
don't you fret. There will be plenty of kiss scenes and some heated 
moments ... : D* *_ 

_**There will be some parts of this on the line, however, but for a 
completely different reason. Things get pretty bloody later... 
Violent... Not meant for children's eyes... But it doesn't get TOO 
bad. Therefore, rated T. :)**_ 

_**Also, there is going to be a lot of the books in here. It won't be 
exactly like any of them, just pieces plots that I liked that I'm 



twisting in my own way. It's going to be great, don't you worry. 
: ) **_ 


_**Alright! Time to get this show on the road! Let's have Ari open 
for us, shall we? :)**_ 

_* *En joy ! * *_ 


_** a sexy line **_ 

The crisp, cold air blew softly through his hair. He closed his eyes, 
letting his other senses take over as the chill slowly turned the 
tips of his ears red. He could hear the ocean crashing against the 
bottom of the cliff he stood on. He could smell the salt coming off 
the waves. The snow flakes that had started to fall tickled his face 
and clung to his eyelashes. 

Ari exhaled, blowing a cloud of his breath out in front of him. He 
opened his eyes. It was an incredible winter morning. The snow 
reached just above his ankles. The world was still, calm. It wouldn't 
be like that for long, though. A storm was coming. He could feel it. 
Winter had yet to fully set in. They had a couple of weeks, just 
enough time to put in one last hunting trip. 

He sighed. There was nothing to hunt around there. A downfall to his 
early rising tendencies; everything was still asleep for a while 
after he rose. Everything, save one. 

He grasped the whistle hung loosely around his neck and brought it up 
to his lips. The noise it made sounded quiet to his ears, high pitch. 
But to a dragon's ears, it was easily heard and recognized. Eaintly, 
he could hear a 'skwak' in response to his call, then the familiar 
sound of beating wings. 

He gripped tighter on the leather handle of his Battle Axe, then 
braced himself for the move. No matter how many times they had 
practiced it over the past six months, it still made his stomach turn 
and heart race in a mix of excitement and nervousness. She was 
getting closer. He took a deep breath, then broke in a full on 
sprint. He ran, straight towards the cliff. When he reached the end, 
he planted both feet on the edge, then pushed off with all his 
might . 

Eor a few incredible moments, he was floating in the air. He closed 
his eyes again as he started to fall, speeding along the side of the 
cliff towards the rocky waters below. But he wasn't afraid. No, he 
knew he wouldn't even come close to the bottom. Ereyja would catch 
him . 

Another skwak, this one much closer. His eyes flashed open and there 
she was, the pretty blue scales on her back right where they should 
be, below him. He landed in the saddle with ease, quickly latching in 
his harness and axe in it's holder. With two clicks of his tongue, 
they were off. 

The ease of their communicat ion still astounded him. In just six 
months, they had gone from fighting one another in the arena to 
performing difficult aerial tricks requiring the utmost trust and 
skill. In just six months, everything in their world had 
changed . 



Dragons and the Vikings of Berk lived in peace. For a while, it had 
been rocky. They had much to learn from one another. After a few 
regrettable incidents, dragons now accepted that Viking's were glued 
to their weapons and unwilling to give them up. The Vikings also 
became aware of some of the things dragons came with as well. Certain 
foods they ate, the social interactions between different breeds, 
where they slept, when and how they warmed themselves up, riding gear 
they would tolerate or not. It was a long, tedious process, but they 
managed, and the rewards were well worth it. 

There were a few in the Tribe that still wouldn't accept the dragons 
fully. Those like the grumpy old bachelor Mildew tolerated them, if 
only a little. They had at least gotten to the point where they 
didn't regularly try and provoke the dragons or get them banished. 
They had all, with the exception of Mildew, grown past that. 

They had all grown, even those fully sided with the dragons. Even the 
Chief had a dragon now; a Thunderdrum named Boris. The teens had 
undergone the most growth out of all of them, however. Almost every 
one of them had undergone their Coming of Age Ceremony. Hiccup's was 
the only one he could remember vividly. Even now, he could remember 
it like it was yesterday. 

Even though she had already been given her title as Hiccup the Dragon 
Conqueror, they held a ceremony anyway. She received two weapons. A 
bow, which was becoming increasingly popular for the Dragon Riders of 
Berk, given you could hunt and fight with them while still on your 
dragon, and a blade. A beautifully crafted short sword with the crest 
of the Haddock name and the Hairy Hooligan tribe etched into the 
blade and a golden dragon head hilt, as well as a matching belt and 
holder to keep it in. The Ceremony didn't last long, most of the 
usual words having already been said, but Hiccup was officially named 
the Heir to the Tribe. She would be their next Chieftain. The crowd 
roared. Then, the party began. 

As usual for any ceremony, there was lots and lots of Mead. Almost 
every Viking there was very drunk. The teens had had their fair share 
before, but none of them were big drinkers yet. Ari assumed they 
would be, given time and ageing, just like everyone else, but they 
weren't that into it yet. He had never even seen Hiccup take a drink 
before. Not until that night, anyway. 

She started out with one, which turned into two, then four... He 
couldn't really blame her. It was her Ceremony, after all. And she 
was having so much fun. She was dancing and clapping, talking and 
laughing. Plus, he really enjoyed it when she grabbed him and yanked 
him out onto the dance floor. She was a bit clumsy, being a few 
drinks in, which really didn't help with her prosthetic. She was 
naturally a bit clumsy with that, as anyone with a missing leg would 
be. The alcohol didn't help. But she kept right on dancing, and he 
was strong enough to keep her upright. 

At one point, as they were changing songs, she looked at him and a 
sort of darkness entered her eye. He recognised that look. He knew 
what she was feeling. _Desire. _Suddenly, a glint entered them as 
well, then she giggled and bit her lip before grabbing his tunic 
forcefully and pushing him back into a wooden beam. 


She smashed her lips against his and pressed her whole body against 



him. Her hands were in his hair, her breath hot against his skin, and 
her tongue sliding across his lip. It was so incredibly thrilling. 

She had never kissed him like that before. He was having trouble 
keeping up. 

But she was drunk, he reminded himself. Very drunk. Everyone else 
around them was too. Some so much so that they didn't even notice 
their heated session. The few that did didn't even care, shouting cat 
calls and humorous encouragement. 

As much as he wanted to take their advice, he forced himself to stop. 
He pulled back, breathing heavily. Hiccup was too, a goofy, drunk 
smile on her face. 

"Why did we stop?" she whined. She moved in again, but he stopped 
her . 

"Do you wanna... Do you wanna, uhm, go somewhere?" he asked, still 
breathing heavily. Things were getting pretty out of control in the 
Hall. Someone had started giving the dragon's Mead as well. Even 
though they had massive bodies, it was clear that they were extreme 
lightweights. He could spot Toothless stumbling towards them. He 
didn't make it, collapsing in the middle of the Hall. Looking back at 
Hiccup, he could tell that she would too soon. He had to get her out 
of there. 

She smiled again and leaned in, her lips just a breath away from his. 
"I'll go wherever you take me." 

He fought the groan in the back of his throat. He couldn't take this 
anymore . 

He led her out of the building. The walk to her house took a while, 
considering how wobbly she was and how she insisted on walking 
herself, but she was smiling and giggling the whole way. 

"I mean, just look at me!" She gripped the black, decorated cloak she 
received at the Hero's Ceremony a few months ago and spun around, 
unsheathing her new sword as she did so. She stumbled at the action, 
but Ari caught her. She giggled again as his arms came around her 
before shouting at the top of her lungs, "Hiccup the Dragon 
Conqueror ! " 

Ari just shook his head, but a ghost of a smile played on his lips. 

He helped her sheath her sword again, then they continued walking, 
only this time he kept his arm wrapped firmly around her, keeping her 
upright. The party sounds started to fade in the distance as they 
neared the Chief's house. She looked up at him as they reached the 
steps . 

"And you're... You're Ari the... the..." she frowned. "Ari the 
what ? " 

"I don't have a title yet. Hiccup." He practically had to carry her 
up the stairs. 

"Oh." She giggled again. "That's right. You're just a..." She reached 
up and pinched his cheek, then giggled again, "...a baby!" She was in 
hysterics now. Ari just rolled his eyes, not even bothering to tell 
her that he was only three weeks younger than her as he heaved open 



the front door. 


They made their way up the stairs, but after the second time she 
almost toppled over the side, he gave up and just picked her up. She 
didn't protest this time, however. In fact, she giggled again and her 
hands started to wander, her fingers playing with the collar of his 
own cloak and threading through his hair, then started kissing his 
neck in an incredibly distracting matter. 

With great effort, he managed to focus long enough to make it to her 
room and set her down, gently pushing her away from him. She kept 
trying to touch him, but he resisted, focusing on the task of taking 
off her ceremonial crown, her cloak, and her belt and sword. He 
needed to get her to bed and get the Hel out of there. Hiccup wasn't 
helping things. 

She giggled again. "You know... you should... like... ask before you 
take off my clothes. Or at least make it fair." She reached out and 
gripped his tunic, pulling at it. "If my clothes are coming off, 
yours are too . " 

She laughed again as he grabbed her arms and pulled them away from 
him. He exhaled sharply, composing himself, then helped her over to 
the bed. He set her down and laid her back, her smiling like a fool 
the whole time, then went to move away. He didn't make it 
far . 

Suddenly, Hiccup grabbed his tunic and pulled with such force that he 
landed on the bed on the opposite side of her. Then she was on top of 
him, smashing her lips against his own and straddling his waist, 
tangling her fingers in his hair. His hands immediately found her 
slim hips, though whether to push her away or keep her there he 
wasn't sure. After a few seconds, he managed to come to some of his 
senses . 

He broke away. "Hiccup, " he gasped in a panic. She paid him no mind, 
however, and continued kissing him with as much force, if not more, 
as before. No, no, no, no. This couldn't happen. This needed to stop. 
They needed to stop. No, not before marriage, and _definitely _not 
while she was drunk. Hiccup would lose her honor. He would be banned 
or worse, for taking it from her, for taking advantage of her. Stoick 
would kill him. Hel, Hiccup would probably beat him to it once she 
came to her senses the next morning. But mostly she would be sad. He 
couldn't, wouldn't ever, do that to her. 

He quickly flipped them over. Hiccup squealed in excitement, then 
tried to lock lips with him again. He pulled too far away, though, 
hovering over her. He could see it, that glazed look in her eye that 
told him she was on the edge of consciousness . She just needed a 
push . 

They were both panting. "You're..." he tried. "You're really... 
tired, aren't you?" 

That made her stop. She frowned, brows furled. "...What?" 

He nodded. "Yeah." Slowly, he leaned down and softly kissed her 
cheek. "You're really tired," he breathed into her ear. He kept 
kissing her softly, her cheeks, her head, her nose. She sighed, her 
grip on him already loosening. 



"Yeah... I am..." she agreed. He pulled back slightly to see her eyes 
fluttering shut. He grinned softly in victory. She wasn't asleep yet, 
so he kept kissing her, her eyelids, her cheek again, her neck. 

Always so soft, nothing that would encourage her, all the while 
whispering her assurances of how tired she was. Quicker than he had 
hopped. Hiccup fell into a deep sleep. 

The corner of his mouth turned up in a rueful victory. He brushed 
some of her copper hair aside and leaned down, planting one last, 
soft kiss on her cheek. "Goodnight, Hiccup." 

He placed a fur on her and quickly exited the building. There he 
found Freyja waiting for him, looking much more sober than anyone 
else on Berk. She had steered clear of the stuff as well. He took a 
moment, as he pet her head, and leaned against the door, resting his 
head against it and breathing in the cold air, letting it reach his 
bones. Gods. He couldn't even imagine what might have happened if he 
been drinking as well. Well, he could, but he did his best to force 
those thoughts away. 

He shook his head. "Come on, girl," he said, pushing off the door. 
"Let's go home." She fell into step behind him. Already, he was 
shivering. But that was a good thing. He took the long way 
home . 

Freyja squawked as her powerful wings began to slow. They were 
nearing the village. He pressed his ankle to her side, steering them 
towards the Chief's house. 

Hiccup had remembered that night, or at least some of it. He knew as 
soon as he saw her the next day and she turned a shade of red he 
didn't even know was possible. He assured her that nothing happened 
and she made him promise to never let her drink so much ever again. 
They grew past it, though, and came to laugh about it later. They had 
all grown, in more ways than one. 

His own Ceremony came and went. He was now Ari the Stouthearted. 
Courageous. Determined. Stubborn. Strong. He received a bow as well 
and beautiful new Axe, crafted by Hiccup herself, with a handle 
length that matched his new found height. He had grown several inches 
in the past half year. All the boys had, much to Hiccup and Ruffnut's 
annoyance. They now all stood at least a head taller than both of 
them. They were bigger, stronger, skilled sixteen-year-olds, right on 
the edge of being an adolescent and a full-blown Viking. There were 
only two things left; Snotlout's ceremony and the hunting trip, which 
is exactly what Hiccup should be up training for. 

He hopped of Freyja with ease as they landed in the front, then 
quickly made his way to the door and knocked loudly. No answer. He 
knocked again. This time, Stoick came to the door. 

Ari immediately bowed his head in respect. "Good morning. 

Chief. " 

Stoick nodded, moving aside for him to come in. "You here for 
Hiccup? " 


Ari stepped inside. 


"Yes, sir. It's time for training. 



"Then off to work after, I suppose?" 


Ari nodded. Right. Off to work to earn money to buy Hiccup's hand. 

His odd jobs filled most of his afternoons. "Yes, Chief." 

Stoick nodded in approval. "Good man." He looked up towards the 
second floor at the stairs. "You'll have her yet, you will." 

Ari blinked at him in surprise. The Chief would say things like that 
sometimes, odd words of encouragement. It was strange, considering 
how at first he had been so threatening. That, and there was a time 
when Ari though Stoick would never let Hiccup marry anyone, that he 
would kill any boy that came near her. But at some point, he wasn't 
sure how or when, Stoick had accepted Ari and his pursuits. Perhaps 
he had even accepted him from the beginning, not that he would ever 
admit it . 

Stoick looked back at him now, gesturing upwards. "She's still asleep 
in her room. I swear, her an' that beast are the laziest things to 
walk or fly on Berk." He moved towards the door again, opening it and 
stepping out. "Go and wake her. When she's done training with you, 
send her to me for my training sessions." Chieftain lessons, for when 
she took over. Years had been wasted due to the thought that Hiccup 
would never even come close to authority. Now, her days were packed 
with training with Ari in the early morning, then Chieftain lessons, 
then Dragon Training. It was a lot, but he helped her through it. 

He bid the Chief farewell, then made his way upstairs. He found 
Hiccup lying on her bed, hidden under several furs. A fire burned in 
the mantle. Toothless laying in front of it. The dragon lifted his 
head at the boy's entrance, but soon yawned and laid back down, 
unfazed . 

The made his way to the bed, not even noticing the uneven lumps of 
her legs beneath the fur anymore. Time had made him immune to the 
missing leg and prosthetic. It was a part of Hiccup now, or lack 
thereof, and therefore didn't even make him blink. 

"Hiccup, " he said firmly, pushing at her shoulder. This was the only 
time in the world when he wasn't gentle or nice to her, aside from 
training. Waking Hiccup up in the morning was nearly impossible, and 
he had learned that he needed to be firm with her, or she would never 
get up . 

Hiccup groaned in response, burying her head under her pillow. Ari 
rolled his eyes. "Hiccup, come on," he said, pushing at her shoulder 
again. "It's time for training." 

"You and your training can shove it," he heard her mumble bitterly. 
Despite it all, this made him smirk. He loved every side of Hiccup 
that he'd met so far. This one was, in his eyes, despite what it 
should have been, adorable, like so many other sides of her. 

"Come on. Hiccup, " he chided. "You can't sleep forever." 

She brought her head out from under the pillow, only to drop it on 
top. "Toothless and I are just fine sleeping as long as freaking feel 
like." There was a huff of agreement from the black mass at the other 
side of the room. 



Ari rolled his eyes again, but he was still smirking. "I see. And how 
do you plan on escaping the wrath of your father?" 

She turned her head slightly so that one eye was looking at him. "I 
defeated the Red Death. Do not doubt me." 

He chuckled softly at that. "Well, when you- Hey. Is that... Is that 
my shirt?" It was. One of his long sleeve blue tunics. Hiccup was 
wearing it, she was _sleeping _in it, though it was way too big on 
her. One of her shoulders was completely exposed. He thought he 
should be annoyed, but surprisingly, he found that he wasn't. 

Both of Hiccup's eyes opened at that. Carefully, slowly, she looked 
down at the tunic. Then, just as slowly, she looked up to meet his 
eyes. She held his gaze for a few seconds, then, before he could 
blink, she pulled the fur over herself, completely covering the tunic 
and what he was sure was her blushing face. 

"No," he heard her deny. "You are mistaken." 

He chuckled again. "Well, I'd sure hope it's mine. I ' d be concerned 
if it was anyone else's." He heard her groan in frustration and 
embarrassment. "Tell you what," he went on. "You get up and meet me 
in the forest in ten, and I won't tell anyone about you stealing my 
clothes, okay?" She grumbled some more, but then finally agreed. 

He shook his head, still smirking, then turned and walked out to go 
to their usual spot in the woods to wait for her. Gods, he liked that 
girl . 

_** ^ sexy line **_ 

_**There ya have it, folks! Hope you liked it! If you did, please let 
me know . : ) * *_ 

_**S0, this is about the time where I put a really awesome quote in 
from the upcoming story... Oh that's right. You guys don't even know 
what it's called! :D Well, prepare yourselves, cause here it 
is . . . **_ 

_**From the upcoming story called 'Through the Eyes of Children', I 
give you a quote from non other than... Hiccup!**_ 

_**"It's hard to believe it's been two years, isn't it?"**_ 

_**Those of you who are hoping for a fluffy story about Hiccup and 
Ari raising adorable little mini Hiccup and Ari's, I'm sorry to say 
that you will be very disappointed. I'm not giving you any hints 
though, except, of course, the quotes at the end of each chapter. 
:D**_ 

_**Well, that's all for now! 

Tata ! **_ 

St or iesOf An Insomniac * *_ 


2 . Chapter 2 

**Hey guys! Happy Monday!** 



_**First off, YOU GUYS ROCK. Seriously, 13 reviews already? You're 
just... amazing. Hands down. :D**_ 

_**Second, I think I neglected to mention in the first chapter that 
I'm only posting on Monday's for right now. Sorry! It's just for the 
next six weeks. That's all I have left of school, and I really need 
to focus on passing all my classes. Then, on June 10th I will 
graduate and I'm all yours! Well, I'll have more time for the story, 
anyway. :) Starting the week of June 15th, posts will resume to 
Monday/Friday . **_ 

_**Lastly, I'd like to thank again those of you who helped come up 
with some names for the teen's dragons. You guys rock. :)**_ 

_**Now, no more talking. Let's get on with the story, shall 
we?**_ 


_**Enter Hiccup and Toothless !* *_ 

_** a sexy line **_ 

The girl and her dragon yawned simultaneously. With a groan. Hiccup 
rolled over to check the status of the sun through the crack in the 
window. It was dawn. Barely so. She sighed and dropped her head on 
her pillow, lying flat on her back. She closed her eyes, the thoughts 
of the day's events playing through her head. 

First of all, the downside to being involved with the 'Perfect 
Viking' meant that he woke her up early every day for training. They 
would practice bow and arrow, sword fighting, and hand to hand 
combat. As the months had passed, the training had become less and 
less physically taxing as she built up strength and endurance. It was 
still tiring, but the fact that she was doing it one-on-one with Ari 
made it bearable, to say the least. 

Next she had her Chieftain training. Normally, this would have 
started at a young age. But for many years is was widely accepted 
that Hiccup wouldn't even come near a level of authority. Now, 
however, no one could picture anyone else taking over but her. This 
meant that all that training that was supposed to have started years 
ago was being crammed in now. Granted, she was still young, and the 
chances of her inheriting the Tribe anytime soon were slim. But, in 
the unthinkable and unlikely event that her father died, she was old 
enough to take over at any point. However, she was far from ready. 
That meant Chieftain lessons. 

Her father conducted most of them. He took her on all his Chiefly 
duties, instructing her on how to handle food and goods production, 
ceremonies, trades, deals, and political matters alike. She liked her 
training sessions with Gobber better, though. He taught her things 
like Chieftain etiquette and how to speak in front of large crowds, 
things Hiccup had a hard time taking seriously. It's safe to say that 
those lessons were far more entertaining at the expense of her 
mentor . 

"All ye hear today shalt be witness to the joining of-" She couldn't 
help it. She broke out in a fit of giggles. 


Gobber, who had been circling around her as she stood on the stool 



and recited the lines, sighed. "Lass, if you're not goin' to take 
this seriously, we're not goin' ta get nowhere." 

"I'm sorry, Gobber, " she told him once her laughing had died down. 
"It's just, why are we doing this? Perfect posture, thick accent, 
loud voice? That's not me. If I'm leading the Tribe, shouldn't _I _be 
leading them?" 

"Authority figures are supposed to look just that; authoritative, 
above everyone else," he explained. "It's the air about ya tha ' they 
respect. Now, try it like this." He turned his back to her, 
addressing the imaginary crowd with the same lines as she was. Little 
did he know, while he was turned, she was silently mimicking him 
perfectly, making a big show of it. Toothless, curled up in the 
corner, snickered at the sight. 

Gobber whipped around. Hiccup returning to her previous stance in 
perfect time, though she was struggling to maintain a straight face. 
Gobber glared at her. "You think yer funny now, do ya?" He circled 
around her again, poking the stick latched to his prosthetic hand 
around her, straightening her posture. "Straighten up, eyes forward, 
an' speak from yer middle. You'll recite the lines ten more 
times . " 

She smiled. Most of their training sessions were like that. She was 
getting better, though she had yet to actually address a real 
crowd . 

Her dragon yawned again, bringing her thoughts to the last task of 
the day. Dragon training. Her, Ari, and the other teens were all 
Dragon Trainers. They tamed new dragons that came in or caused 
trouble, taught others how to ride, and just studied their own 
dragons. Some days, her favorite days, they would all just go out 
flying. Racing, daring, playing games. There was no better way, she 
discovered, to spend an afternoon. 

Today was particularly busy, however, causing her to doubt how much 
free flying time they would get. As well as having to teach a few 
stubborn grown men how to fly, Ari was preparing her for their 
hunting trip, as was her father. It was just a week away, and she 
dreaded it more than anything. Winter was settling in, leaving time 
for one last hunting trip. Most years, adults would go. Every few 
years, however, it was the teens that went. 

Most of them, with the exception of Snotlout, had received their 
titles. They had gone through their ceremonies, received their 
weapons. They were almost full-blown Vikings. But there was one last 
tradition, one last test, that they had to go through to prove 
themselves, and that was the hunting trip. The thought of this is 
that they would prove themselves strong, skilled, able to care for 
themselves and their Tribe. They would be sent out, the six of them, 
on a boat to the other side of the island where they would hunt for 
three days, then they would come back and Snotlout would have his 
ceremony soon after. The thing was, no one else was coming. Not the 
adults and, having been decided, not their dragons either. They were 
on their own. 

The thought of being alone wasn't what was so terrifying. The six of 
them had slept out in the cove or meadow by themselves several times 
over the summer (with their dragons, of course) . But this was 



different. Winter was dangerous, as were hunting trips. Temperatures 
were freezing. Wild animals other than dragons roamed the woods. They 
could get sick or hurt and they'd be at least a day away from help. 
Yes, the hunting trip was the most dangerous thing that the teens had 
to go through, even more so than dragon training. There, they learned 
skills on how to fight, how to beat the dragons. But the hunting 
trips, while they could learn certain survival skills, they were 
completely at the mercy of the forces of nature. So while almost 
every teen made it through dragon training, not all of them came back 
from the hunting trip. 

Already, she had a disadvantage. Her leg. She couldn't run very well. 
She was clumsy. Random patches of ice would send her flying. Plus, 
she tired easily when having to walk long distances in the cold. It 
made her leg ache. 

Ari had told her that she could stay, that no one would blame her for 
not going. After all, she _did _save the world. She had proved 
herself enough. But no. She couldn't do that. She wouldn't, couldn't, 
let the people think she was weak in any way, unable to go on a 
hunting trip. She couldn't ride on the deeds she had already done, 
nor could she treat her prosthetic as a disadvantage, an imparity. 
Plus, what message would she be sending to the people? When she took 
over, she couldn't let them remember the time when their Chief was 
too weak to go on a rite of passage. No, she had to show them that 
she was more than the girl that had defied tradition and tamed a 
dragon. She wasn't just Hiccup the Dragon Conqueror. She was a 
Viking, and she would prove it to them all so that no one could hold 
it against her when she was named Chieftain. 

Gods. 'Chieftain Hiccup'. Just the thought made her head spin. But 
she couldn't dwell on that now. Toothless had made his way over to 
her and was licking her face, persuading her out of bed. She really 
should get up. Several minutes had already passed, and Ari the 
Stouthearted was not a patient boy. 

"Okay, okay," Hiccup grumbled, pushing at Toothless' head. She 
sighed. "I'm up." Toothless cooed as she sat up and rubbed her eyes, 
then jumped over her to the other side of the bed. He reappeared by 
her side with her prosthetic in his gums. She thanked him with a kiss 
on the crown of his head and put the contraption on with ease. After 
nearly six months, it was practically second nature. 

She got up to change, but stopped for a few moments before doing so 
and played with the fabric of Ari ' s tunic between her fingers. Yes, 
she had stolen it. But... she couldn't help herself. There was 
something about the way it felt to have the shirt that usually 
covered his skin touching hers. And it _smelled _like him. Ari had a 
very distinct husky scent, one that could calm her in seconds and 
made her feel safe, and she found herself craving it. Therefore, she 
stole the shirt from his room when he wasn't looking. Now she didn't 
sleep well without it. 

She blushed slightly, knowing that he had found out. He didn't seem 
to mind, really. In fact, he sounded almost amused. No doubt that 
meant she would be teased about it relentlessly. _Oh well_, she 
thought as she balled up the fabric and held it up to her face with a 
smile, breathing in deep. _It was worth it._ 


Quickly, she finished changing into her winter garb, which consisted 



of many fur lined layers, topped off with a green hooded overcoat. 
Lastly, she grabbed her latest invention; two wool pads, held on 
opposite ends of a thin, curved metal sheet wrapped in leather. She 
slid the thing on her head, effectively covering her ears with the 
soft wool. 

Toothless cocked his head and cooed. She smiled. "No more cold ears, " 
she explained triumphantly. 

_** a sexy line **_ 

The flight to their usual spot in the woods didn't take long. They 
touched down a ways away though, preparing themselves for their 
favorite game; pounce. 

She had yet successfully sneak up on Ari, singlehandedly that is. He 
had such good hearing, was so in tune with the world around him. 

Plus, it was nearly impossible to be quiet with a prosthetic. But her 
and Toothless had come up with a plan. 

They could hear him ahead, already tossing his axe around. Slowly, 
silently. Toothless crept around to where he was. Hiccup on his back. 
Freyja's head popped up as she noticed them, but she didn't make a 
sound. Carefully, they crept closer and closer... until they were 
right behind him. 

Biting her lip to hold in her laughter. Hiccup unhooked harness and 
stood on the saddle, once again slow and silent. Then, just as he 
pulled his axe free from the tree, she unsheathed her sword. 

Ari ' s shoulders tensed up. He had heard that. Before he could even 
turn around. Hiccup jumped on his back.. 

She gripped firmly at his torso, her legs wrapped around his waist 
and arms around his shoulders, held her blade to his throat, and 
pressed her smiling lips to his ear. "Gotchya, " she breathed. 

She felt his breath catch. It took several moments, but he soon found 
his voice. "How did you-" He was cut off by a snicker from the Night 
Fury behind them. 

He spun around. Hiccup still attached to his back, to face the sound. 
His eyes narrowed. "You helped her?" He turned again to Freyja. "And 
where were you, you lazy Nadder?" She merely squawked in 
indifference. He turned his face to Hiccup. "You used Toothless and 
my own dragon against me. That's cheating." 

She laughed and slid off him, sheathing her sword. He turned to face 
her. "Well, you know," she told him as she ran her fingers along the 
handle of his axe, "I've always liked cheating." 

Again, quicker than he could react. Hiccup moved. She gripped the 
handle and swung her prosthetic behind his leg, tearing the axe out 
of his hands and knocking him to the ground. She pinned him, his axe 
pressed against his throat, each point of it digging into the ground 
on either side of him. 

She leaned on the end of the handle, gazing down at him smugly. 
"Gotchya again." 



"Gods , I ' m in 


His face broke out in a wide smile. He chuckled. 

Valhalla ..." 

She rolled her eyes, but she was smiling too. She lifted the axe, 
brushing off the blade and pretending to admire it. "Well, if shield 
maidens threatening to cut you open with your own weapon is what 
you're into, there's more where that came-" She yelped. Ari had 
reached his foot up and knocked her legs out from under her, just as 
she had done to him. She fell forward, the axe sticking to the ground 
beside them with a 'thud', and was caught in Ari ' s arms. 

They were face to face, lips barely an inch away from each other. She 
blushed at the sudden closeness as he gazed up at her, smirking, and 
brushed her cheek lightly. "Good morning. Hiccup, " he 
hummed . 

Already, her heart was pounding, her stomach fluttering as she 
anticipated what was to come. Despite the many months they had been 
so close, Ari still had a remarkable effect on her. She had been a 
bit wary around him physically ever since the... incident. But she 
was very very drunk then, and Ari would never take advantage of her 
like that. Granted, they did a lot more than some married couples in 
the tribe, aside from the actual wedding night. They were confident 
that they could control themselves, however. They had to. Not doing 
so would be the end of them both. 

But they were fine. They had yet to actually do much other than the 
occasional nap together or make out. Ari was very respectful. It was 
all so incredibly addicting, however, which had made their session 
become longer and more frequent. Not that either of them minded. 

She smiled. "Good morning," she hummed back. 

He stroked her cheek again, then brought her lips down to meet his. 

It never got old, kissing him. In fact, it only made her want more. 
But just as she gripped the fur on his vest and turned her head 
slightly to deepen the kiss, they were interrupted by a voice. 

"You know, you guys are going to melt the snow sucking face like 
that . " 

They broke apart and turned their heads in the direction of the 
voice. It was Ruffnut, leaning against the handle of a chopping axe 
in a similar fashion to how Hiccup had, looking down the hill at them 
with a mischievous glint in her eye. Fitting, considering how her and 
her twin brother's title was Ruff and Tuff the Mischievous. 

Hiccup scoffed. "You're one to talk. As I recall, I saw you getting 
_real _friendly with Fishlegs behind the Mead Hall the other day." 
Another thing that had changed in the past six months; Ruffnut and 
Fishlegs were engaged. It had been arranged, but neither had any 
objections to it. Fishlegs had always liked her, and though Ruff had 
at first been... reluctant, everyone could see that the large boy had 
grown on her. They were due to be married in just three weeks, after 
they got back from the Hunting Trip. 

Ruffnut shrugged as Tuffnut and Doppelganger appeared behind her. 
"That's different. He's my fiance. You guys aren't even engaged." She 
thought about it a moment. "Well, not technically, anyway." 



This time, Ari spoke up. "What are you doing out here, anyway?" he 
asked, a bit annoyed at being interrupted. 


"Chopping wood, " Tuffnut answered, setting down his own work axe and 
brushing back his bangs. "What's it look like we're doing?" Hiccup 
still couldn't get over his hair. Still longer than any of the other 
boys, but significantly shorter than it had been. It was just long 
enough to be pulled back into a ponytail, though pieces hung loose 
around his face, which he was constantly running his fingers through 
to push back. It had been a dare. Who had given it, no one could 
quite remember. All they knew was that Snotlout had carried it out, 
and one morning Tuffnut woke up with a hangover and shoulder length 
hair. The morning following, Snotlout had woken up with one eyebrow. 
These things just tended to work themselves out. 

He ran his hand through his bangs again and threw the axe over his 
shoulder. "Didn't know we'd be getting a show while we were doing 

it . " 

Hiccup rolled her eyes, blushing slightly, and looked down at Ari. He 
showed no sign of embarrassment whatsoever. In fact, a mischievous 
look entered his eye. "Oh, you haven't seen nothin' yet." 

Then, quicker than Hiccup could process, Ari freed her of her bow and 
quiver and flipped them over, smashing their lips together in a 
heated kiss. She immediately melted underneath him, the thought of 
Ruff and Tuff standing right there escaping her thoughts, and 
threaded her fingers through his hair. Vaguely, she could hear the 
twins exclaim in mock disgust and walk away, warning them that they 
would be back to check on them in a few minutes, so clothes better 
stay on. Toothless and Freyja stalked away as well, determined to 
look anywhere but at the kissing Vikings. But Hiccup paid them no 
mind as Ari deepened the kiss, and embarrassing moan escaping her as 
he did so. She felt him smile in response. She mentally rolled her 
eyes. Great. Male pride. 

She wasn't sure how long they stayed like that, but eventually she 
was feeling dizzy due to the lack of air. She pulled away, gasping. 
His lips never left her skin, making his way to her neck softly. "We 
really are going to melt the snow, " she told him, trying to catch her 
breath . 

He stopped, a deep chuckle escaping him against her neck. He lifted 
his head and gazed down at her. "Now would that be so terrible?" 

Her blush deepened, but she raised her eyebrows at the challenge. "It 
would be if my father found out. Or worse; Snotlout." 

He smirked. "We could blame it on a rouge dragon flame." 

She went to say something back to this, but didn't get the chance as 
they were interrupted once again. 

"Hey!" someone shouted, strong dragon's wings accompanying him. 
Snotlout and Inferno landed next to them. The large boy hopped off 
with ease and started towards them. "Paws off my cousin, pal!" 

In recent months, Snotlout had become oddly protective of Hiccup. It 
might have something to do with things they had gone through, her 
being kidnapped by Outcasts, for one. They had tried to force her to 



train dragons for them. Of course, she didn't, and the group had 
rescued her, Snotlout being one of them. Ari was super protective of 
her now too, though he always had been to an extent. It was strange 
though. He was almost as protective as Ari, if not just as much, and 
even more so in some ways. Boys being one of them. Now, he had 
somehow designated himself Hiccup and Ari ' s unofficial chaperone. 

He was very good at it . 

The pair quickly stood and brushed the snow off as the boy came near 
them. He was certainly an intimidating sight. Having grown the most, 
he was competing with Ari in height, though they argued it was more 
or less constantly. He had thinned out and bulked up. His voice was 
deeper. And, to top it all of, he had an impressive amount of facial 
hair growing from his sideburns down to his chin that he refused to 
shave . 

They stood at attention a respectable distance from each other, 
though they were fighting the laughter that threatened to erupt from 
within them. It was funny to watch Snotlout try and be authoritative. 
Most of the time they would beat him out, saying something witty that 
he wouldn't understand or didn't know how to reply too. Others, they 
just let him have his moment. 

He glared at both of them. "I can't leave you two anywhere, can I?" 

He looked around. "Where's Toothless? He's supposed to be watching 
you when I'm not around." 

At the sound of his name, the Night Fury poked his head out from over 
a hill. "A lot of good you are!" Snotlout shouted at him. Toothless 
ducked back behind the snow. 

Snotlout went to go after him, but Hiccup caught his arm. "Relax, 
'Lout. I doubt Toothless would let us do anything too serious. Plus, 
it's pretty obvious that we didn't." 

Snotlout was not convinced. "Yeah but, you're like, covered in snow." 
He shot Ari a look. ""How do you explain that, Hofferson?" 

Ari raised an eyebrow, unintimidated. "I think you're just 
jealous . " 

Snotlout visibly clenched his fists and tightened his jaw. "No! 

That's not-" He grunted in frustration at not being able to form an 
intelligent comeback. He wasn't stupid enough to fight Ari either, 
though. He sighed, then stepped closer, settling with, "We'll settle 
this later, with a game of 'Scrape'." 

Ari smirked. "You're on." 

Despite himself, Snotlout smirked back. Then, after shouting at 
Toothless to keep an eye on them while they trained, bid them 
farewell and went to find Ruff and Tuff. 

Hiccup turned to Ari. "Scrape? Really?" 

Scrape was a game they had started playing in the past few weeks. It 
had all started when the lake in the cove had frozen over. Toothless 
was slipping around on it. The others following suit, easily sliding 
around on their boots. Hiccup was having more trouble with it due to 



her prosthetic. She couldn't slide, kept tripping, and her prosthetic 
would just scrape against the ice. This, however, gave her a 
brilliant idea. 

A few days later, she had made 'Scrapes' for all the teens; thin 
metal blades that attached to their boots. Once they got the hang of 
it, they were all scraping around the ice, which was much faster and 
smoother than sliding. Then, one day, Ari was pushing around a rock 
with a curved tree branch. It didn't take long for the boys to come 
up with something competitive. Soon, they all had their own carved 
branches and an official playing rock. 

Scrape was rather simple. There were two teams. Four players were on 
the field at all times, while the other two were guarding their 
team's goal; a marked area in which the rock could be shot. The point 
was to get the rock past the guard into the other team's goal. The 
team with the most points after a certain amount of time was declared 
the winner. It passed the hours when their dragon's were too cold to 
fly and had to warm themselves up. 

Ari shrugged, that smirk still on his face. "It's a manly game where 
manly men prove their strength, agility, and skill and settle their 
differences . " 

Hiccup snorted. "Yeah. A manly game that was invented by a girl." 

He stepped closer, forcing her to look up and him down. "As I recall, 
I was the one that came up with the rules for Scrape." 

She raised an eyebrow, but a playful smile grew on her lips. "Please. 
You wouldn't even have your 'manly' game if it wasn't for my 
' Scrapes ' . " 

He shook his head, still smirking, then brought a hand up to brush 
back some of her bangs. "Yes, we are all very grateful for your scary 
smarts and bizarre inventions." His fingers reached the wool on her 
ears. "Speaking of which," he frowned. "Hiccup, what are these?" 

She smiled brighter, obviously proud of her work. "Well, you know how 
I'm always complaining about my ears being cold?" He nodded. He knew 
this very well. "Well, I came up with a solution." She took the thing 
off and slid it on his head. "They keep your ears nice and warm." 

He made a sound of approval. "Nice," he commended her. He took them 
off and carefully placed them back on her. 

"Yeah," she went on. "Plus, they are tight enough to stay on during 
flight, unlike a hat or a hood. The only downside is that they kind 
of muffle the sound around you. Not very good for hunting." 

"Hmm." He thought about it, bringing his fingers back up to the wool. 
" ' Earmuf f s ' . " 

"Earmuffs, " she echoed, trying it out on her tongue. She nodded. 
"Yeah. " 

They shared a smile. "Speaking of hunting," he said after a moment, 
"trip's a week away. We need to get you ready. What should we work on 
today? " 



She let out a heavy breath. "I don't care. Whatever you want to 

do. " 

"You still worried?" he asked as he picked up their bows and quivers, 
easily reading her . 

She nodded. She told Ari everything, including all of her fears 
concerning the hunting trip. She knew she had to do it, to prove she 
was a Viking and not just a weak little girl that broke tradition. To 
the people and to herself. But, she was still beyond nervous. 
Something could easily go wrong, as it did most years when teens 
went. And Toothless wouldn't be there for her for five whole days. 
This unnerved her more than anything. She was a flyer. In the air, on 
the back of Toothless, she was a master. On the ground, well... She 
had found that her and the earth didn't really agree with one 
another. Now, she was being thrown into the most dangerous test the 
Viking's of Berk had to offer. 

"Hey," Ari spoke softly. He moved closer to her, hooking a finger 
under her chin and forcing her eyes up. "Everything will be fine. 

It's only for a couple days. We'll all be together, and I'll never 
leave your side. I won't let anything happen to you." He leaned 
forward and kissed her head. "I promise." 

She wanted to believe him. She really did. But something, she wasn't 
sure what, told her that this wouldn't be some ordinary hunting trip. 
Something unknown was on the horizon, headed straight into their near 
future . 

Worry settled deep into her stomach. 

_** ^ sexy line **_ 

_**Yup, there have been some changes on the isle of Berk. This is to 
be expected, though. As mentioned before, it's been six months, and 
Viking's grew up very fast. They're all right at that age where 
they're becoming 'adults' and are of marrying age. Plus, with a group 
like these teens, weird and hysterical things are bound to happen. 

: ) **_ 

**_So, Hiccup totally just invented earmuffs and ice skating, and 
they all created Hockey. I had to throw that in here. I didn't want 
anyone to forget that Hiccup is like, a genius and invents stuff all 
the time. Plus, it totally seems like something Hiccup would come up 
with. :D_** 

_**Okay! One more chapter and then we're off on the Hunting Trip! 

What scary, unknown things are on the horizon, you might ask? Oh... 
just you wait.**_ 

_**And now, a quote from 'Through the Eyes of Children', this one's 
from. . . Ruffnut ! **_ 

_**"! swear to Odin, Snotlout, you drop that baby and I'll bury my 
knife in your good eye."**_ 

_**Okay, so maybe there are a few babies in the third part, but 
that's not really the focus of the story. Eh, you guy's will just 
have to wait and see. :)**_ 



-k k 


Till Monday! Ta Ta!_** 

* *_~StoriesOf AnInsomniac_* * 


3 . Chapter 3 
_**Hey guys...**_ 

_**Yes, I realize it is Tuesday. Blerg. I'm sorry. : ( I've been crazy 
busy. With just a few weeks left, school is crazy. That, and the 
track champs are in just a couple of days. I've been seriously 
swamped and sleep deprived. As you can now see, posting just once a 
week is proving difficult. Posting twice a week would have been 
impossible. **_ 

_**I'll still keep updating. I'm shooting for Mondays, but it may 
occasionally be Tuesday. Just a few more weeks guys... bear with me. 

k k 


_**Alright, so, last chapter until the bug trip! Lots of Ari/Hiccup 
in here... Hope it was worth the 
wait ! * *_ 


**En joy ! ** 


_** a sexy line **_ 

"All I'm saying is, I don't see how this is really 
necessary . " 

Hiccup clutched each side of their small boat, knuckles white and 
body tense. Part of her personal Hunting Trip training was getting 
her sea legs. Ari had her out in the open water on a small boat. It 
didn't even have a sail. It was a rowboat. A freaking rowboat. And 
there they were, out in the open, rough, winter waters, in a tiny 
little boat, with their dragons safe on land. 

This was by far the worst thing he had ever made her do. 

Ari set down the ors . She could tell he was fighting a smile and 
scowled at him in response. "It is necessary," he told her. "Part of 
the trip is sailing there and back. You have to get comfortable on a 
boat . " 

"I don't think I will _ever _be comfortable on a boat," she replied 
uneasily. He sighed and reached out for her, probably in a comforting 
gesture, though he didn't get the chance . "Stop," she told him, 
gripping the boat even harder. "You're rocking the boat." 

He sighed again and dropped his hand. This was usually the moment in 
any training session when he would roll his eyes at her complaining 
and told her to do fifty sit ups or something. This time however, he 
surprised her. Carefully, he slid down from his seat onto the floor 
of the craft, ignoring her protests. Then, when he was comfortable, 
he reached up and motioned her down as well. Seeing what he was 
trying to do, she complied, though reluctantly, and carefully slid 
down in front of him with his help. 

"Better?" he asked. It was, a little. A bit more stable on the floor 



of the boat. That, and Ari had his hands resting on her waist. But 
they were still out on the ocean, half a mile from the docks, and she 
could feel the waves hitting the side of the boat. She felt like she 
could fall over the side and under the water any second. 

She gripped his forearms. "Not really." 

He sighed, then surprised her again when he spoke. "I'm sorry. 

Hiccup. I know how much you hate the water. Trust me, I'd just as 
soon not have you around it either." He was referring to that day 
late in the summer. She had another drowning incident at the lake, 
one that Ari blamed himself for. He and Toothless had saved her, but 
she could tell that he was still haunted by it. 

He went on, "But this is supposed to help. You might not ever like 
it, but we can at least get you used to the feel of it. It's not a 
dragon, but it's still safe. In fact," he thought about it a moment, 
"it's arguably safer than flying on a dragon. And remember, you won't 
be alone. Do you think that any of us would let you drown?" 

"Yeah, I know..." She sighed again. "It's just so stupid." 

"What ' s stupid? " 

She gestured around. "This!" She dropped her hands, then flinched as 
it made the boat wobble slightly. "All of it. Water, this Hunting 
Trip, 'proving myself to the people. It's just... stupid." 

Ari was studying her closely. "I already told you that you don't have 
to go. Your father would agree to it." 

"Yes I do . I have to, but I just... I can't. I can't even get in a 
boat without freaking out! How am I going to do anything else? I 
can't do it!" This wasn't about the Hunting trip anymore. It was, but 
it was more than that. What about after? After the rite of passage? 
After they were Vikings? 

His eyes narrowed. "We've talked about this. Hiccup. Yes you 


"No! I-" She deflated, letting out a huge breath and dropping her 
head in her hands. Her voice was much smaller when she spoke. "I 
don't think I can." 

They stayed like that for a few moments, but soon she felt Ari ' s 
large, calloused fingers slid up her arms and gently grab her wrists, 
pulling her hands away from her face. "Talk to me. Hiccup. What's on 
your mind, hm?" 

She gave in and looked up at him, not hiding the fear in her eyes. 
"What about after?" 

"When we get back?" he asked. 

She nodded. "Yes. After the trip. Ruff and Legs will be married. 
Snotlout will have his ceremony. And you and I..." she gestured 
between them. "Eventually, maybe. I don't know." She wasn't really 
embarrassed saying this. They had talked about it some, and it was 
really and unspoken knowledge between them that they would eventually 
marry. Still, it was a bit uncomfortable with squashed and hidden 



emotions and worries. They didn't want to tread too much on the 
subject in the off and unbearable chance that politics would outweigh 
their feelings for one another. 

She went on, letting out all her fears. "And then me, with the 
Chieftain training..." She ran her hands through her hair with a 
strangled groan, then met his eyes again. "We're not kids anymore, 

Ari . At least, we won't be. And I just... I don't think I can do it. 
I'm not ready to grow up, to be a leader, to protect the people. And 
wars." She shuddered. "I couldn't even kill a dragon, our mortal 
enemy for three hundred years, when it was hopeless and trapped in my 
net. How would I ever be able to fight in a war?" 

He looked down at her for a moment, then his hands came up again. Her 
gaze fell as he gripped her shoulders. "Look at me. Hiccup." She did, 
and suddenly she had a flash of that day in the woods after he had 
been sick, over six months ago. He had said and did the same thing, 
grabbing her and forcing her to look at him. He was about to knock 
some sense into her, just as he had back then. This time he was much 
softer, but still firm. 

"I'm only going to say this one more time, so listen," he told her. 
"You are _not _alone. Not anymore. Never again." That was true, in 
both parts. She had been alone, so alone. But then she met Toothless. 
Then she re-met Ari. Now she had all her friends and the Tribe behind 
her . 

He went on, and she clung to his every word. "No one is asking you to 
be ready yet. No one is asking you to be Chief as soon as we get 

back. No one is asking you to fight a war or to kill a man. You're 

weighing yourself down with responsibility that isn't even yours yet. 
It will be yours eventually, but not yet. Until then, all of us are 
helping you prepare. And when the time does come, well," he slid his 
hand down to hers, entwining their fingers, "we'll have your back. 
We'll be there with you. _I'll _be there with you. I'm your second in 

command, remember?" He smiled softly, then reached his free hand up 

and pushed some of the hair out of her eyes, then kissed her head. 
"We're a team, you and I. And I promise, you will never, ever be 
alone . " 

She leaned into him, soaking up his words, his presence. Of course 
she wasn't alone. Not anymore. She had Toothless and Ari and everyone 
else. She was silly to let those things get to her. But thats just 
how she was sometimes, and that's one of the many things Ari was good 
for; setting her thinking straight. He was there for her, with her, 
both in body and mind. 

"Thank you," she murmured into his chest. He responded by pressing 
his lips to her hair. 

They stayed like that for a while, completely content and 
undisturbed. So much so, in fact, that Hiccup even forgot that they 
were on a boat. That is, until a should-have-been-expected 
disturbance made an appearance. 

Freyja squawked as she flew low right above them, causing Hiccup to 
jump in surprise and stumble back, which caused the boat to rock 
violently. Hiccup squeezed her eyes shut, willing it all away. Ari ' s 
hand came out and grabbed her, reminding her that he was there. 
"You're alright," he assured her. "I've got you." Eventually, she 



managed to open her eyes again to see him looking up in the sky at 
the direction Freyja had gone. "Wonder what her problem was." 

Hiccup hadn't a clue either until a thought popped into her head that 
made her freeze. "What time is it?" she asked. 

Ari frowned, then looked up at the sun's status. "I don't know. Close 
to-" He stopped too. They shared a look of horror. She's sure one of 
them would have sworn, but they didn't get the chance . 

Suddenly, a massive force came out at them from under the water, 
completely encircling their boat. Then, they were in complete 
darkness . 

"Seriously?" Hiccup cried in frustration and shock. They were inside 
the mouth of a dragon. The dragon started to move in what Hiccup 
figured was flight. 

"Rouge Thunderdrum? " Ari guessed, drawing his axe in preparation to 
force the mouth open. Without hurting him too much, of 
course . 

"Worse, " Hiccup groaned. She stood up and leaned out of the boat, 
then pounded on the side of the dragon's bloated mouth. "Boris! Let 
us out!" The Thunder Drum ignored her. 

Boris, her father's dragon, had just snatched up the two of them in 
their boat. There could only be one explanation for this: they were 
late. Her father did not appreciate it when they were late. That and, 
well, they were out far from shore, alone... It was a bad 
combination. In short, they were in for an ear full. 

Boris continued to ignore their begs to let them go. Finally, they 
made it to their destination and they landed. Boris opened his mouth. 
The pair, along with the boat, came tumbling out. Hiccup landing on 
top of Ari right at the feet of Stoick the Vast. 

They looked up. Hiccup having to push aside her now wet hair. Her 
father wasn't the only one there. Snotlout stood by, looking nearly 
as intimidating as her father, as well as Gobber, looking rightly 
amused. Toothless was there as well, enjoying the situation far too 
much for Hiccup's liking. She had just shot him a death glare when 
her father cleared his throat. 

He locked her eyes, striking fear into her very soul. 

She laughed nervously and tried, failing, to put on an innocent 
smile. "Hi, Daddy." 

_** ^ sexy line **_ 

In the end, they didn't get in much trouble. 

Stoick ripped them a new one, Snotlout getting a word in every now 
and then. Ari took it like a pro, standing respectively as he was 
scolded for being late and _alone _that far away from shore. Hiccup, 
on the other hand, while accepting the tardiness, challenged the very 
thought that they could do anything on that tiny little boat at all, 
let alone with her being afraid of water. The argument died out 
pretty quickly after that. 



Life continued. Hiccup did her lessons, Ari worked and trained, and a 
few days passed, leaving just two until the trip. Now, Hiccup was 
walking home with her father after supper in the Mead Hall, Toothless 
trailing close behind. 

After several minutes of agonizing silence. Hiccup built up the 
courage to breach the subject that had been bothering her. 

She took a breath. "Hey dad?" 

"Hm?" 


She took another breath. "Do you like Ari?" 

He looked over at her, one eyebrow raised. "Of course I do. 

Why ? " 

She was a bit startled by his answer. She always assumed that he had 
some kind of beef with the boy she couldn't live without by the way 
he acted around him. It took her a minute to gather her thoughts, 
having only prepared for defending Ari in why her father should like 
him. It hadn't occurred to her that he might already. 

She ran a nervous hand through her hair. "Well, you don't always act 
like it," she pointed out carefully. 

He shrugged. "He is actively pursuing a physical relationship with my 
daughter. What do you expect me to do?" 

She blushed slightly at her father's unfortunate phrasing. "Well..." 
she drug on. "Do you not want him to? I mean, do you not want me to, 
like... marry him?" 

He frowned in thought. "I don't want you to marry anyone. But, if you 
must , he'll do . " 

Her head spun. What? Had he just... What? Gave them permission? 

Then . . . Why? 

Toothless nudged her, bringing her back. "But then," she tried, 
having difficulty putting the words together. "Why be so hard on him? 
Why the Bride Price, the wait? You know he can't afford it." It had 
bothered her for some time. If he had accepted Ari, why make him work 
so hard or even pay a Bride Price at all? He wasn't from some other 
Tribe trying to form an alliance, and it's not like the Haddocks were 
short on funds . 

Stoick sighed heavily. "Things are just slightly complicated. Hiccup. 
But I have other reasons." 

She frowned. "Complicated how?" 

"Well, for one, you have another suitor." 

She stopped walking, causing Toothless to run into her and voice it 
in irritation. What? She... she had another suitor? It couldn't be 
Fishlegs or Snotlout. But she didn't believe it to be Tuffnut either. 
Most of the older boys in the Tribe were already married. So then... 
who? 



Her father had stopped as well, and now looked back at her. 
she managed. 


"Who?" 


He took off his helmet and examined it, busying himself to avoid her 
eyes. "You probably don't remember him. It's the Chief of the Bog 
Burgler's son. Martyr." Hardly. A fuzzy image came to mind of a blond 
boy with dark brown eyes, one from when they were very young. And 
didn't he... didn't he have a sister? 

"Anyway, " Stoick went on, "things have been tense ever since his 
mother Bertha took over. They're hoping a royal marriage will keep 
things peaceful between us." 

It took her a few seconds to actually process what he had said. When 
she did, she was sure her heart stopped. No. No, no, no, no... 

"No," she managed. Her eyes immediately pooled with tears. "No, no, 
daddy please!" She closed the gap between them and gripped his tunic, 
looking up at him desperately. "Please, don't make me marry him. I 
can't marry anyone else but-" She swallowed hard. "Please daddy, it 
has to be Ari . I'll do anything. I'll-" 

He shushed her, stopping her plea, and placed his hands on her 
shoulders. "Clam down. Hiccup. I haven't married ya off and I'm not 
goin ' to . " 

She blinked. "What?" she asked carefully, praying to the Gods that 
she had heard him right . 

He removed his hands. "You can marry Ari. I'm not giving you to 
Martyr . " 

Relief flushed through her, but just as soon confusion came after it. 
"Why?" 

Stoick sighed and scratched the back of his neck. "Well, for one, 
ever since we made peace with the dragons, politics have been... 
difficult. Many Tribes would want war with us or want to use the 
dragons as weapons if they found out. Remember Dagur the Deranged?" 
She did, very clearly. They had to hide all the dragons from that 
creep. He would have surely started war, and would have killed any 
dragon he came in contact with. That, and Hiccup had tried to hide 
from him herself. He had taken an interest in her and got way too 
close for comfort. Both Ari and her father nearly killed him, though 
each had a different reason. 

"So for now," he went on, "we want to keep this a secret. Can't 
really do that if we're marrying you off. Also, I don't know this boy 
Martyr. Haven't seen him since he was a wee lad. But Ari, I know." He 
nodded to himself. "He is good for you." 

She couldn't help the smile that grew on her face. Then, she 
remembered what he had said earlier. "What are your other reasons?" 
she asked. "Why make him work?" 

He shrugged again. "Well, actually, he doesn't even need to. The 
situation is almost reversed. Marrying you, because you are the only 
heir and will inherit the Tribe, he would become part of the royal 
family. He would even take your name. Money is not needed." She 



opened her mouth to ask why again, but he stopped her as he 
continued. "But, because of this other suitor, we have to deny them 
for a very good reason. Therefore, we can tell them that you were 
bought and won by Ari with money and in a battle for your hand within 
the Tribe. It is done, as far as they will know. Can't argue with 
'Berk Tradition'." Hiccup almost laughed. There was no such 
'tradition' on Berk. Her father had fabricated the whole 
thing . 

Another thought came to her as they continued walking. "Why not just 
lie about the whole thing? Why make him work at all?" Toothless 
bounded ahead of them, eager to get into the warmth of the 
house . 

Her father smiled softly, surprising her. "Because it's you. Hiccup." 
He looked down at her. "I can see how much he cares about you, but I 
want him to fully realize and appreciate what he's getting. A man 
never really does until he's worked hard for it, or until he loses 
it." He opened his cloak and pulled her in it, keeping her close as 
they neared the house. "Just be patient, lass. We'll know when he's 
ready . " 

Hiccup smiled. In that moment, she felt more love and appreciation 
for her father than she ever had before. She moved closer to him, 
staying there the rest of the way to their house, where the impatient 
Night Fury sat waiting. 

_** a sexy line **_ 

Hiccup sighed contently and leaned further over her picture, resting 
her head in her hand. Beside her. Toothless tended to the fire in the 
small hearth in her room, tossing some more wood on it. One of the 
advantages of being the Chief's daughter was that there was a 
fireplace in every room of their house, including her bedroom. This 
also meant that her friends were drawn to her house as the weather 
got colder. Her room had become a sort of hang out spot for them, and 
it was frequently filled with chilled visitors. 

Speaking of which, she could hear one coming now. Strong wings 
flapped outside her window. Then, a figure landed on her window sill. 
Ari appeared as he slowly pushed the doors open, then hopped inside 
gracefully . 

"Hey," he smiled at her. 

"Hi, " she greeted him. He smiled, then brought his hands up to his 
face and rubbed his eyes. "Your eyes still bothering you?" 

"Yeah," he said. He stopped rubbing and blinked several times. "The 
wind is killer. It's even worse in the cold." 

Irritated eyes had become a common thing on Berk. The wind was strong 
up in the air. All the flyers of the island regularly had bloodshot 
or watery eyes. Hiccup had yet to come up with a solution. 

"I'm taking off my clothes," Ari announced as he started taking off 
his layers. He didn't need them in the warmth of her room. "Try not 
to stare. 


She hid her smile and shook her head, keeping her attention on her 



sketch. "By the way, did you know I have a front door?" 

"Doors are boring," he told her. "Sneaking in through your window is 
more fun. Besides, your father came home early tonight. He's 
downstairs . " 

"Sneaking into the Chief's daughter's bedroom, huh? I thought I was 
the one who broke and disregarded all the rules." 

He just chuckled softly. She looked up to smile at him. Just in time, 
too. He was just removing his final layer, leaving him in a single 
long sleeve tunic. But the tunic caught on the layer over it, 
exposing his abdomen and chest completely as he pulled it over his 
head. She found herself staring, gazing at his toned and chiseled 
muscles, but then quickly tore her eyes away as he pulled his shirt 
back down, blushing madly. 

He didn't seem to notice, thank Odin, as his attention was now on her 
picture. He sat down facing her at her side, their thighs pressed 
together, and leaned over beside her face. "What are you 
drawing? " 

She turned her book around so he could see it right side up. It was a 
picture of the two of them. Toothless ever present beside them. They 
sat together, leaning against the Night Fury's side. Ari was directly 
behind her, wrapping his whole body around hers in that way he always 
did. She had her hands in his, her back pressed against his chest. It 
could have been any given day, for they sat like that often. It was 
just them. Comfortable, content. Like they were now. 

"I love it," he tells her. He takes the sketchbook to examine the 
picture more closely. "It's perfect." 

She rolled her eyes. "You say that about every picture I 
draw . " 

"Well, I speak the truth. When have you ever known me to be 
overpraising? " 

"You're also biased." 

He waved her off, but didn't deny it. "Seriously though, you are very 
talented. I mean, we look great. It's very... us. Beautiful." They 
shared a smile, then he glanced back at Toothless. "And, you know. 
Toothless looks good too, I guess." 

The dragon huffed, obviously offended. Ari just pat him 
affectionately, while Hiccup reached into the little bundle at her 
side and pulled out a brown square, tossing it in his direction. 
Toothless caught it in his mouth and hummed appreciatively. 

"Uhm, what did you just give him?" Ari asked, eyeing the small bundle 
filled with unidentified brown lumps. 

Hiccup's features lit up. "Here," she said, grabbing one and holding 
it up to his mouth. "Try it." 


He put his hand up, block it. "You want me to eat a dragon 
treat ? " 



"It's good ! " 

"You want me to put a brown, lumpy thing in my mouth?" He shook his 
head vigorously. "Absolutely not. For all I know, that could be 
dragon shi-" He stopped when popped a piece in her mouth. 

She chewed slowly and swallowed, then opened her mouth to show that 
it was gone. He gaped at her all the while, eyes narrowed. She 
grabbed another piece and held it up to him. "Your turn." 

He opened his mouth to say something, probably to protest. She took 
this opportunity to shove the brown lump in his mouth. She clasped 
her fingers over his lips, forcing him to eat it. He glared at her as 
he slowly started to chew. The glared died quickly, however, replaced 
by wide eyes of surprise. 

"Oh my Gods," he moaned, savoring every last bit of it. "What _is 
_it?" 


She laughed at his reaction. "It's called 'chocolate'. My dad bought 
a whole barrel full when the last trader came through. Amazing, 
right ? " 

"Incredible," he agreed. He helped himself to another piece. He 
sighed and closed his eyes, chewing slowly. 

"Careful," she told him. "It's addicting." 

"You're right," he said. "We should ration it so it lasts the winter. 
Traders won't be back until spring." 

She laughed again. "No, I mean it's dangerously addictive. My dad has 
already put on several pounds. I had to put another hole in his 
belt . " 

He raised an eyebrow. "You saying I'm going to get fat?" 

She rolled her eyes. "I'm saying, you may have rock hard abs now, but 
if you eat chocolate like my dad does, you'll-" 

"Wait," he stopped her. "'Rock hard abs'?" 

She blushed. "Uhm..." 

"Have you-" He smiled wide, enjoying this far too much. "Have you 
been checking me out?" 

She tried to scoff and dismiss this, but her flaming cheeks betrayed 
her. "Don't flatter yourself." 

"No way." He laughed. "You totally have!" 

"Whatever," she grumbled. "I won't be looking for long if you keep 
eating chocolate like that. You're going to get all fat." At this, 
she poked her charcoal to his stomach. 

He immediately drew back. "Don't," he warned. 

"What?" she asked playfully, eyes bright at having gained the 
upperhand. She poked him again. 



He covered his middle protectively and drew further back. "Seriously 
Hiccup . Don ' t . " 


She giggled, then poked him again. He tried to pull completely away 
from her, but she didn't let him, attacking him with her 
fingers . 

Ari the Stouthearted was the pride of Berk. The perfect Viking. 
Strong, determined, stubborn, fit, good looking. Achieved at 
everything he did. Didn't seem to have any flaw. But he did have one, 
one weakness. Of all the ridiculous things. Hiccup had discovered it, 
the last thing anyone could have guessed. 

Ari Hofferson was ticklish. 

She pinned him to the ground, straddling his waist and tickling him 
all over, showing no mercy. He went back and forth between sounds of 
irritation and uncontrollable laughter. Toothless snickered behind 
them at the sight. This went on for several minutes until he finally 
managed to grab her hands and force them away. Then, quicker than she 
could react, he flipped them over. 

He pinned her hands on either side of her. They were both breathing 
hard and grinning like fools. He leaned down, his face a breath from 
hers . 

"That," he whispered, "was not fair." 

"I never play fair," she informed him, also whispering. 

He chuckled softly. "Nor, I think, will you ever." They shared 
another smile. His eyes flashed to her lips. Then, he closed the gap 
and pressed his lips to hers. 

Hiccup closed her eyes and smiled into the kiss. It was sweet, 
simple. He pulled away after a moment, his lips and inch from 
hers . 

"You taste like chocolate, " he told her. Another soft laugh, and then 
they were kissing again. He deepened it slightly, turning his head to 
the side. Then, when he released her hands. Hiccup decided to be very 
bold . 

She slid her hands down to his waist. Then, slowly, tentatively, she 
slid her fingers under his tunic. She felt his breath catch, but he 
didn't protest. So she kept going, fingers tracing the very muscles 
she had admired and he had teased her for. 

She found that she wasn't afraid. Ever since that talk they had on 
the boat, but especially after her father had told her that she 
wouldn't have to marry Martyr, that she would marry Ari, she had felt 
happier and more comfortable around him than ever. Before, it had 
always been this question. What if they didn't end up together? What 
if she was married of for the good of the tribe? What were they 
doing, risking their hearts like this? 

But not anymore. Now, she knew what the future had in store for them. 
He was hers. She was his. They were a team. And one day soon, they 
would be married. 



She wasn't afraid or nervous to get close to him anymore. Ari had 
noticed this. He was curious, but he didn't have any strong 
objections to it. Of course, he didn't know about the talk she had 
with her father. Really, it would be better if Ari didn't know about 
Martyr. At least, not until they were formally engaged. That, and it 
would ruin what her father was trying to do. She didn't want her 
father to think that he had lost his work ethic at all. Plus, she 
kind of wanted to see this for herself. She wanted to see how his 
attachment to her would change when he had to work so hard to get 
her. Supposedly, according to her father, it would get deeper. She 
wasn't sure if this was selfish or not, to make him go through all 
that without telling him that he didn't actually have to. But her 
father would have her head if she told him, anyway. 

She would probably tell him eventually. But for now, she kept it to 
herself, perfectly content with just laying there kissing him, her 
hands greedily exploring the broad expanse of his abdomen. 

She had just reached his chest when a low growl sounded beside them. 
They stopped, then broke away in soft laughter and turned their heads 
to the Night Fury eyeing them. 

"Right," Ari said. "Sorry, Toothless." 

"Actually," Hiccup said as he helped her sit up, "I don't think he 
would care had Snotlout not gotten ahold of him." 

In recent weeks. Hiccup had discovered that Snotlout had been 
training Toothless behind her back to be her and Ari ' s chaperone 
while he wasn't around. Before then. Toothless hadn't a care in the 
world what her and Ari did, having no understanding of 'marriage' and 
Viking eticit. But somehow. Hiccup still wasn't exactly sure how, 
Snotlout had turned her dragon against her. It annoyed her, but it 
was probably for the best. If they hadn't stopped, Ari ' s tunic would 
have been off by now. 

Ari shook his head. "That's going to make some things down the road 
very difficult." 

Hiccup laughed at the thought. Yes, it would be very awkward down the 

road when they finally got married. She would have to retrain 

him. 

"Don't worry," she told Ari. "I'll work with him." 

He nodded. "Good. Otherwise we might have to resort to giving him 
chocolate . " 

Hiccup rolled her eyes, but she was smiling. "Don't worry. There will 
be plenty of chocolate for you, too." 

He shrugged. "Or I could just kiss you. I mean, that works too." 

She raised an eyebrow in amusement. "Smooth, Mr. Hofferson." 

He smirked. "Reward worthy?" 

She sighed dramatically. "Oh, I guess." They smiled, then he caught 
her lips in another kiss. 



Toothless growled again. "And, that's my cue," Ari said as they 
pulled away. 

They stood up. Hiccup handed him his layers one at a time as he put 
them on. When he was done, they made their way to the window. He 
opened it and blew the whistle around his neck softly. Freyja 
squawked, then appeared on the ground beneath them. 

Ari threw his leg over the side, sitting half in her room and half 
out, then turned to her. "I guess I'll see you in the morning. You 
nervous ? " 

Right. The Hunting Trip. They left in the morning. But... she wasn't 
nervous. Not like before, anyway. "Actually," she told him, taking 
his hand in hers, "I'm not. Not anymore." 

He gave her a soft smile, obviously pleased that she felt safe with 
him. He leaned forward then, taking her cheek in his hand and kissing 
the other. "Goodnight, Hiccup." 

He slipped away, down onto Freyja' s saddle. Then, they were off. 
Toothless appeared at her side and she pet him affectionately as they 
looked out the window. 

_Yeah, _she thought as she watched them fly away. _We'll be 
fine ._ 

**_ a sexy line _** 

**_Gods, I love it when they flirt. :)_** 

**_Woho! Who's ready for some hunting? Well, there won't be much time 
for it, but we're off nonetheless !_** 

**_So, about Martyr. He's not in any of the books. I made him up. I 
don't even think Camicazi had any siblings. None that I can remember 
at the moment, anyway. He doesn't actually appear in this story, but 
he's a huge character in the next part. In fact, here's a quote from 
him now . . ._* * 

**_"Do you even know what it's like? To be hated? To be disowned, an 
outcast? My mother can hardly stand to look at me."_** 

**_Right then. That's about it, folks! Hope you liked it! Let me know 
if you did, or even if you didn't. :)_** 

**_Until next week!_** 

* *_~StoriesOf AnInsomniac_* * 


4 . Chapter 4 

_**Hey there lads and lassies ...* *_ 

_**So. This is awkward. **_ 

_**Before you ask, yes, I realize it has been a little over two 
months. I have gotten a few reviews and PMs reminding me of that 



fact. That being said, this is the point where one would usually give 
a long and boring explanation... Well, I wont put you guys through 
that. I'll just give you the short and sweet version. **_ 

_**I wont deny the fact that graduation was part of it. I was 
obviously very insanely busy. However, a few of you (those who PMed 
me asking me where the he** I was), are aware of my... *ahem* 
..."incident". That, I will not go into great detail about. Lets just 
say that it is incredibly difficult to do practically anything at all 
when your body is broken like that. If you would like to know more, 
feel free to PM me. I don't mind sharing. It would just be a waste of 
chapter space for me to explain it all on here. :)**_ 

_**So anyway, here we are! I hope you guys haven't lost interest in 
the story with me being gone so long... I hope you can understand. 
Postings will now resume to Mondays for the time being, and will 
increase back to Mondays and Fridays at a later date. **_ 

_**You may want to go back and reread the last three chapters, just 
to jog your memory, but I'll help you right here too. This chapter 
enters into the morning of the teen's departure from the safe shores 
of Berk out to prove themselves Vikings. Hiccup was having a hard 
time with this, but Ari has helped her through it (being very 
generous with his words and kisses...). Stoick has also informed 
Hiccup that she will marry Ari, not Martyr, and now she feels closer 
to him than ever, though she hasn't shared this little fact with him 
yet. Hiccup is also struggling with how she thinks the Tribe views 
her as their future Chieftain, and Toothless is very rightly upset at 
her departure .* *_ 

_**Well, that's about it! Hope you guys like it, though in my opinion 
this chapter is a little slow... Oh well. Enjoy! **_ 

_** a sexy line **_ 

Hiccup woke early the next morning. Actually, it wasn't quite dawn 
yet, and this was the fifth time she had woken from her fitful 
slumber. She sighed and rubbed her eyes, not even bothering to try 
and go back to sleep. She doubted she would have much success, and 
she had to get up soon anyway. Everyone rose with the sun for the 
Hunting Trip. 

Gods. It had come up so fast. Now, it was finally here. She guessed 
that this was the reason for her lack of sleep. Yes, she felt safe 
with Ari and her friends by her side. She knew that they would all 
protect each other. But still, she couldn't help but be a little 
nervous, and was kept awake by such. It was a big deal, their rite of 
passage. It was tradition. It was dangerous. And when they came back, 
they wouldn't be kids anymore. They would be full members of the 
Tribe . 

But it would be okay. They would be okay. Ari had promised this, and 
Ari never broke his promises. As long as they all stayed together, 
they would come back alive and victorious. She might feel more 
secure, though, if her best friend were permitted to come with 
her . 

Thinking this, she shifted to her side, coming face to face with her 
Night Eury. He laid on the bed with her, taking up almost every inch 
of it. She imagined that it wasn't very comfortable for him, but he 



slept with her anyway. Mostly it was just when she was sick or hurt 
or he was just feeling overly affectionate or possessive. In this 
case, he was upset that she was leaving. He was taking it pretty 
hard, which made sense. Since the beginning, there had only been a 
couple of times that they had been apart for more than a few hours. 
Now, they would be separated for nearly five days. Toothless was not 
happy about this. 

He wasn't the only one. Hiccup's heart ached at the thought of being 
away from him so long. He was her dragon, and she his rider. They 
were best friends. But, it went deeper than that. While all of those 
on Berk with dragons shared a special bond with them. Hiccup and 
Toothless' was somehow stronger. It had something to do with how they 
were the first ones, not killing each other when everything in their 
world told them they should, and then learning about each other and 
building trust. It also had something to do with their missing limbs, 
his tail fin and her leg. She had shot him down, grounding him in the 
process. He had saved her life, condemning her to a prosthetic as the 
price. Now, they needed each other. Toothless couldn't fly without 
her, and with her help, he took her to places Vikings had never known 
before . 

They were with each other everyday, flew with each other everyday. 
But, for the next five days, they wouldn't be. It was going to be a 
very long five days. 

She checked the sky's status. It was still a good half hour before 
sunrise. They had time. 

"Toothless," she whispered. His eyes opened lazily to meet hers. 

"Want to go for one last flight?" 

_** ^ sexy line **_ 

Ari rolled over once again, trying in vain to get comfortable. 

He sighed heavily. It was no use. He couldn't calm himself enough. 
He'd woken up several times throughout the night, having difficulty 
falling back to sleep. Then, whenever he did, he would have 
nightmares. Actually, he had been having nightmares for weeks. It 
seemed that every other time he closed his eyes his mind would 
imagine the unbearable scenario of Hiccup's death. Rogue arrow. A 
Whispering Death. Training accident . Tripping on her prosthetic and 
falling from some great height. Drowning was a popular one. But 
whatever the cause, the image of Hiccup's cold, lifeless body haunted 
him . 

It was unnerving. Why was he having these dreams? It's not like 
Hiccup was in any immediate danger. Plus, he would protect her on the 
Hunting Trip. All would be fine. Right? So why worry? 

He had asked his mother about it, who consulted the elder Gothi . They 
had just told him it was nerves, that it would pass once they got 
back. Had he been a girl, Gothi would have declared his dreams to be 
a look into the future, the Gods giving him a preview in order to 
give him the chance to prevent it. But he wasn't. He was glad he 
wasn't. The thought of Hiccup actually almost dying tore at his heart 
so much that he had to force himself to stop thinking about it. 


He tried to let his mind wander, to think about other things. This 



was difficult until a sound pulled him from his anxious 
trance . 

Freyja stretched from her spot on the floor next to his bed. She 
lifted her head to look at him and cooed as he sat up. He smiled 
patting her affectionately. She hummed and pressed her snout to his 
middle . 

"Ah, Freyja..." he dragged out her name as he scratched her 
thoroughly. She leaned into him, sighing as he did so. 

He loved Freyja. She was an amazing, beautiful Nadder. Though vain, 
she was strong, determined, and loyal. She was a quick and willing 
learner, a master flyer, and a bit of a show off. More than once, 
when they had been flying over the ocean, she had turned sideways to 
look at her reflection in the water, dropping Ari in the process due 
to the quick, unfortunate angle that unlatched his harness. Yes, she 
was a bit self praising and over confident, but he loved her all the 
same. She was his dragon, and he her rider. They were a great pair, 
as friends and in the air. 

Thinking this, he caught her attention as he spoke again. "Freyja?" 
She cocked her head to the side to look at him. "Want to go for one 
last flight?" 

_** a sexy line **_ 

Hiccup closed her eyes and breathed in deep, letting the cold air 
fill her lungs. Flying still hadn't lost it's effect. Being up in the 
air... it was amazing. And every once in awhile, she would close her 
eyes and let the wind blow on her face and through her hair while 
Toothless sailed smooth. It was peaceful, relaxing. But this was only 
allowed for a moment. She opened her eyes and clicked the 
stirrup . 

Toothless responded accordingly, shifting up and then falling into a 
side spin. Toothless loved spinning, she had come to learn. He did it 
as often as he could. She didn't mind it. In fact, she loved it. But 
it couldn't even compare to her absolute favorite move. 

She clicked the stirrup again and they started climbing, just as the 
sun's rays began to clear the horizon. They climbed, up and up and up 
into the clear winter sky. Then, with another click to the stirrup, 
they stopped. Toothless was still as she unhooked her harness and 
jumped off the saddle, diving backwards in an acrobatic move through 
the air and towards the ocean below. 

She spun, then fell straight, keeping her arms and legs locked at her 
sides. She was like an arrow, speeding by, hardly making a sound. 
Again, she kept her eyes closed and let the wind blow past her face. 
This, freefalling down toward the earth, was by far the most 
thrilling thing ever. There she was, high in the sky, falling towards 
her death. But she wasn't. She wouldn't die. She was cheating, her 
Night Fury standing by to catch her. She was doing something no other 
Viking had done before her, playing at the feet of the Gods 
themselves, and now cheating death. And just for a second, as she 
sped through the air, completely weightless, she felt like she was 
flying all on her own. 


She took another deep breath, then opened her eyes and spread out her 



arms and legs, slowing her fall. She would have to get back on 
Toothless soon. The ground was closing in. She shifted her head to 
the side to look at the dragon. He met her eyes, giving her a gummy 
smile. She laughed at the sight. She doubted that would ever get old 
either . 

Smoothly, she positioned herself next to him and latched herself back 
into place, then shifted the stirrup and leveled out. They came very 
close to the water. So much so that they had to climb again to clear 
the cliffs of Berk. It was stupid. It was crazy. But then again, so 
was everything else in their life that had happened lately. 

She pat her dragon's head prasingly. "Good job, sweetie." He hummed 
in response. 

Faintly, she heard a whistle sound through the air. She knew that 
whistle. She searched around for it until her eyes came to rest on 
Ari and Freyja, flying towards her. They weren't the only ones. She 
saw Fishlegs and Meatlug pulling up the rear, as well as the twins 
with Doppelganger and Snotlout with Inferno. Apparently, no one could 
sleep that morning. 

"Couldn't sleep?" Ari asked her as the pair leveled out beside 
them . 

Hiccup shook her head. "Not a chance . " 

"Same here." He gestured around. "All of us." 

The others greeted her as they caught up. "We've got about an hour 
until we have to be ready, " called Ruffnut, a smile growing on her 
lips. "Anyone want to race?" 

And so they did, the six of them and their dragons. They raced and 
tried to out trick one another for as long as they could, dreading 
the moment when they would have to land. 

_** a sexy line **_ 

The teens stood in a straight line in front of their Chief, listening 
as he gave them his last words of advice. Their dragon's stood behind 
them, just as orderly, carrying the teen's packs and 
weapons . 

Hiccup's eyes left her father and trailed down the line to her right. 
Tuffnut stood directly beside her. Twit the Terror ever present on 
his shoulders, with his sister just after. They looked bored, and she 
doubted that they were listening. Snotlout stood beyond them, looking 
considerably more focused, which was surprising. She had guessed that 
he would be just as bored, having the attention span of a sparrow. 
Then again, Snotlout had changed a lot recently. He had definitely 
matured the most, though he had had some catching up to do. In stark 
contrast to how he would have looked earlier in the year, he stood 
tall and at attention, brows furled in concentrat ion as he hung on 
their Chief's every word. And then there was Fishlegs at the end, the 
even larger boy than he was previously looking practically the same 
as he did half a year ago. The only real differences were his even 
bigger size and the practically full beard he had growing. Other than 
that, he looked just as anxious and awkward as always. 



Then she glanced over at Ari . He looked, for lack of any better word, 
perfect. Strong, focused, straight-backed. She took in his size 
again, how he had grown several more inches. He didn't have any 
facial hair like the other boys, though she had a feeling that he 
shaved. She didn't think he would let it grow much until it was even 
and full. Otherwise it would bother him to no end. That wouldn't be 
too long, though. 

He looked just as a full blown Viking ought to look. And Freyja 
behind him, his pack hanging off the horn on her snout, mirrored him 
perfectly. She stood tall and proud, as if she too were listening to 
the great Chief's words. 

Thinking this. Hiccup quickly turned her head back to her father, 
realizing that she should probably be paying more attention. 

"This is all the advice I can give you, " the great man said. Hiccup 
silently cursed herself, knowing she had missed practically the whole 
speech . 

"But, " her father continued, "in the end, it will be your own wits 
and ability that will keep you alive. But you shouldn't just rely on 
yourself. No, that would be unwise." He looked down at each of them, 
catching each of the young viking's eyes in the process. "My last and 
most important piece of advice for you is this: look out for one 
another. Protect one another. And fight. Fight with everything you 
have, until there is nothing left. And when that happens, well... 
You're Vikings, and Vikings don't die lying down." He paused a 
moment, letting this sink in. He certainly had all of their attention 
now. "Keep each other alive. Put the others before yourself. Should 
you die, die a warrior's death." He cracked a smile. "We'll all see 
you in Valhalla." 

He shook his head, releasing himself and the young Vikings in front 
of him from his trance. "But, I'm getting ahead of myself. This is 
just a hunting trip." Hiccup let out a sigh of relief, hearing more 
than one of her friends do the same beside her. Her father had a way 
of shaking people up inside, even if it was unintentional. "You will 
be fine, so long as you follow your instincts and protect one 
another. You will hunt, you will bring back food for your tribe, and 
you will return as true Vikings of Berk." 

The crowd around them cheered, and the young almost-Vikings smiled. 
This was it. They were off, and now they had the spirits of the Tribe 
backing them. 

"Now, off with you all!" Stoick shouted amidst the cheers. "And 
return by the fourth sunset!" At that, the teens turned to bid their 
dragons goodbye. 

Hiccup grabbed her pack off of Toothless' back, working the large 
thing over her shoulders. "Thanks, sweetie," she told him. He hummed, 
though reluctantly, then pressed a somewhat slobbery boot in his 
mouth to her middle. 

"Oh, thank you." She took it from him, the boot she had designed 
specifically for the trip. She sat on the ground and proceeded to 
undo the straps from her prosthetic. She slipped the thing off, 
immediately wincing as biting cold touched the tender skin. Quick as 
she could manage, she placed what was left of her left leg in the 



boot, into a snug holder outfitted with a spring mechanism for a 
near-natural walking pattern, and strapped in. She tucked in her 
leggings, a smile of satisfaction spread on her lips. 

"New leg?" Came her father's voice. He put out a hand to help her up. 
She took it, and righted herself in front of him. 

"Sort of," she explained. "It has almost the same design, only with a 
boot over it so that i can have the traction. And there's a weight in 
the toe, for balance." 

He continued to stare at it, observing her work. "I looks 
real . " 

Hiccup looked down as well. It did look like a real leg. If someone 
didn't know any better, they wouldn't know the difference. 

Hiccup merely shrugged. "I suppose so. The idea behind it was just so 
that I wouldn't be as clumsy. But," she went on, lifting her leg and 
moving it around, "It's pretty heavy. We'll see how this trip goes. 
And Toothless' stirrup can easily be adjusted to fit the boot. I'll 
just have to get used to the weight." 

The large man shrugged. "The longer you leave it on, the easier it 
will be to manage. You will get stronger." 

Hiccup let out a weak laugh. "At least it makes me _look_ stronger." 
There, her other reason for the leg. It looked real. It distracted 
people away from the fact that she was crippled. It made people 
forget her weakness. It made her look stronger. That was the idea, 
anyway . 

"Oh, lass, " she heard her father sigh, and looked up to meet his 
eyes. "No one doubts your strength. Even if we did, even if anyone 
did, you've already proved that it doesn't matter what anyone else 
thinks . " 

But it _did _matter. At least, it did in this context. She was the 
official heir of the tribe and future Chieftain. How could she do 
that if her people constantly looked at her and saw weakness? No. She 
needed to be more than that. She needed to be more than the scrawny 
girl that broke all the rules. She needed to be strong. Because it 
_did _matter what her tribe thought of her. How could he, the current 
Chief, not understand that? 

She kept her mouth shut though, as he continued. "You've proved 
yourself stronger than any of us. The only person you haven't proved 
it to yet is yourself." He placed a hand on her head, patting her 
copper hair. "Perhaps, by the time you get back, you will see what 
the rest of us see." 

She doubted anyone else could see what he saw, whatever that was, 
besides Ari . And they were both biased. But again, she didn't voice 
her uncertainty, instead settling on a nod. 

Her father gave her another long glance. "I guess I'll keep this safe 
for you, then," he said, taking the metal prosthetic from her. 


She shrugged as she handed it to him. "Sure." She had actually had 
her mind set on tossing the thing. But she could do that when she got 



back . 


Stoick pat her hair again. "You'll be alright, lass. Just remember 
all you've been taught, and we'll see you soon." 

She nodded, then stepped forward and hugged 

him. "I love you. Daddy." 

"I love you too. Hiccup, " she heard him murmur into her hair, then 
squeezed her tighter. It was right then that she realized it. Right 
then, as he was hugging her, she she realized how hard and 
frightening it was for him too. And it was that, despite everything 
else, that made her want to cry. 

But she didn't. That would be weak. Instead, she hugged him for a few 
seconds more, then pulled away without another word. Then she turned 
to Toothless. 

The dragon hummed as he looked down at her from his upright sitting 
position. There was really nothing to say. They had said everything 
that needed to be said during their flight that morning. So, she 
simply stepped up to the Night Fury and threw her arms around his 
neck . 

The dragon purred and rested his head on her shoulder, while his paw 
came up and wrapped around her tiny frame. 

"I'll miss you. Toothless," she said into his midnight scales, trying 
with all her might to hold back the tears. She pulled back and met 
his eyes with a wary smile. "But I'll be back soon, okay?" 

In response to this, he licked her, then smiled at her with that 
toothless, gummy smile, which made her laugh. This, she guessed, was 
the point, as Toothless would always try to cheer her up when she was 
upset. It worked. He cooed happily. 

Ari appeared at her side. "Ready?" 

She sighed. "As I'll ever be." She turned back to her dragon and 
stood on her toes, planting a kiss on his head. "I'll see you soon, 
sweetie . " 

The rest of the teens were finishing up their own goodbyes. When they 
were done, they all stood together and faced their small ship, the 
one that would take them on their journey. But no one moved. In fact, 
they all looked to Hiccup. She was the leader. She was their further 
Chieftain. She was the one who changed their world. She was the one 
that had led them into battle before, and now, she would lead them on 
the trip. They looked to her, and this was one of the many moments. 
Hiccup realized, that she would have to step up and prove herself. So 
she did. 

Ari was eying her as well, waiting for the okay. Finally, she hitched 
her pack higher up on her shoulders, took a breath, and turned to him 
with a nod. 

With that, as she moved forward, he fell into step right behind her 
to her side, as any second in command would, and together they walked 
up the plank, the others in tow. 



* * 


* * 


a sexy line 

_**There you have it! Hope you liked it, and that the continuation of 
this story was worth my absence. Once again, if you have any 
question/comments/concerns, I have no problem answering. Just didn't 
want to bore all the people who don't care to know by putting a long 
explanation up here. :)**_ 

_**Also, as you might have noticed, the title is slightly different. 
Being gone so long has given me time to ponder such things as 
character growth and arches. Therefore... SUBTITLES. :D These, I 
feel, will just add to the epicness that is this trilogy, and will 
add emphasis to how the characters change over the years and their 
own personal arches. And so. The Mirrors of Eyes is now "The Mirrors 
of Eyes: The Outcasts". In the Eye of a Pirate is now "In the Eye of 
a Pirate: The Vikings". And finally. Through the Eyes of Children is 
now "Through the Eyes of Children: The Warriors"**_ 

_**And now, here is a quote from such. Erom the upcoming story, 
'Through the Eyes of Children: The Warriors', here's a quote from... 
Camacazi ! * *_ 

_**"! don't want to be the future Chieftain of a Tribe that's 
responsible for the senseless murder of a great man! I don't want to 
have anything to do with it! With this Tribe, with this family, and 
especially not you!"**_ 

_**Snap. Who could she be talking about, I wonder? :S Guess you'll 
just have to wait and find out! **_ 

_**Write on, my friends. **_ 

_* *~StoriesCf Aninsomniac* *_ 


5 . Chapter 5 

_**And chapter 5... :)**_ 

_**Happy Monday, guys. I don't have much to say 
so . . . **_ 

_**En joy ! **_ 


_** ^ sexy line **_ 

Stoick looked on as the ship drew further and further away from the 
safety of the Village. 

He sighed heavily. Sending the young people out was always hard. The 
hunting trip was dangerous. Whereas in dragon training where they 
were relatively safe with the trainers nearby, they were completely 
on their own on the hunting trip. Granted, this year they had minimal 
worries about dragons. But there were other dangers. Storms. Breezing 
temperatures. Hunting accidents. Cutcasts. Hel, even pirates were a 
possibility . 

But this year was different. This year. Hiccup was going. 



He would be lying if he said that he had wanted her to go. He hadn't. 
Not at all. Some would say it was because she had a disadvantage. She 
was injured, missing a leg. She was small. She wasn't naturally 
talented when it came to fighting. She was clumsy. Sure, things 
things played a small part, worried him, but not any more than they 
always did. He knew the others would take care of her, Ari would take 
care of her. And Hiccup would take care of them should they need 
it . 

Yes, he was worried about her physical abilities. But it was more 
than that. It was just that it was Hiccup. His Hiccup. His daughter. 
His daughter was on that ship headed off on the Rite of Passage. She 
was growing up, and it was breaking his heart. 

When she got back, if she came back, she wouldn't be a child anymore. 
She would be a Viking woman. And in just a few months time, she would 
be married. Little Hiccup wasn't so little anymore. 

But that wasn't until after they came back. Right then, that's what 
he would focus on. They would come back. They had to. She had 
to . 

Toothless, his daughter's dragon, hummed beside him. He too was 
looking off into the distance, watching the ship sail away. Stoick 
pat the Night Fury's head. 

"She'll be alright," he told the dragon, though he was mostly trying 
to convince himself. He sighed once more as the ship finally escaped 
their view. "She'll be fine." 

_** a sexy line **_ 

"I don't know, guys," Tuffnut addressed the group as steered the 
ship. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath through his nose. "I 
just really like the open sea, you know? I feel like there's a whole 
world out there for me to explore, a whole world that I can create 
for myself, with me as Captain." 

Hiccup groaned and leaned against the main mast. They were only a few 
hours into their voyage, with many more to go. So far she had done 
pretty good, even for a moment successfully forgetting that she was 
on a boat out in the ocean at all. But now, she was fully aware of 
the fact. Tuffnut was not helping things. 

He took another deep breath of the salty sea air, eyes closed, and 
nodded. "Yup. I wanna be a Pirate." 

Ari rolled his eyes as he relieved the day dreaming blonde from his 
post. Tuff took this opportunity to run full speed to the front of 
the deck to the bow, holding fast to it and leaning over the edge, 
crying out, "I'm King of the world!" 

"Oh, shut up, " Ruff also rolled her eyes at him, kneeling down to 
Hiccup whom had slid down the mast into a sitting position. She 
rummaged through her bag. "You're making Hiccup sick." 

"Not to mention the rest of us, " Ari added. 

"Don't crush my dreams," Tuff shouted back, looking hardly 
bothered . 



Ruffnut pulled out a handful of odd looking leaves to hand to Hiccup. 
"Here," she said, "it will help with the seasickness." 

Hiccup shook her head, leaning it back against the mast. "It's not 
seasickness." She laughed weakly. "I've been on far wilder rides on 
the back of Toothless." 

Fishlegs pulled on a rope, tightening the sail. "But why would you 
want to be a Pirate?" he asked, addressing Tuffnut. 

"Would wouldn't I?" Tuff went on, unfazed by the other's annoyance. 
"At sail with your best mates, tattooed drunks. The smell of the 
salt. The wind in my hair..." 

"Or what's left of it," called Snotlout from the other rope. 

"Hey!" Tuffnut cried in sudden rage, turning to him, self consciously 
raising his fingers to the stubby little ponytail on the back of his 
head. "I swear to Odin, if you ever come near my hair again, you even 
mention it, the next time you wake up you'll be completely 
hairless ! " 

"You want to shave my body?" He shrugged smugly. "I didn't know you 
went that way. No wonder you want to sail the seas with 'tattooed 
drunks ' . " 

With an furious cry, Tuffnut charged the brutish looking boy. 

Snotlout ran, trying to avoid him in sudden fear. 

"How can you guys run on this thing?" Hiccup groaned as they ran past 
her and Ruff. 

Tuffnut huffed beside her, having stopped to catch his breath. 

"What?" he asked. "Is our great Dragon Conqueror afraid of water or 
somthing? " 

This, she knew, wasn't meant to be offensive. But still. Hiccup 
winced. She sighed. "I... I don't know how to swim," she admitted to 
them. Ari was the only other who knew this already. 

"Oh, " Ruffnut said, sitting back next to her, shoving the leaves back 
into her sack. "Well, if that's all it is, we could teach you. Might 
want to wait until it's warmer, though. 

"I'm surprised you didn't teach her this summer, pretty boy," Tuff 
called to Ari. In truth, he had tried. But after the 'incident'. 
Hiccup was reluctant and he didn't want to push it. He didn't voice 
this however, for which Hiccup was thankful. 

"Compared to dragon riding," came Fishlegs, "it's statistically much 
safer, and arguably a lot easier to learn." 

"Might be kind of hard though." Snotlout motioned to her leg. "You 
know, with that weighing you down." Again, she knew that comment 
wasn't meant to harm, but it still stung. 

Ruffnut 's comment seemed to top it all off. "Well," she shrugged, 
standing, "we all have our weaknesses." 



"Thanks guys, " the small girl mumbled, though no one heard her as 
they all went about their business. 

Ari, still steering, motioned for Snotlout to take his place. He did, 
and Ari made his way over to Hiccup slowly, grabbing some rope along 
the way. 

She looked up at him as he knelt down next to her. "What she 
neglected to add, " he told her in a hushed voice, "was that, just 
because you can't swim, doesn't mean that we think any less of 
you . " 

"Does that include the leg?" she asked. He went to answer, but she 
stopped him. "Never mind," she sighed, rubbing her eyes. "Lets talk 
about something else." 

He studied her a moment, but eventually nodded, letting the subject 
drop for the time being. He held out the thin, long rope, then looped 
one end around her belt. "Vikings, and all sailors really, will wear 
'Lifelines' during great storms," he explained. He took the other end 
and wrapped it around the mast, fastening it as he continued. "The 
point of them is that, even if you went overboard, there was still 
hope. There was a line, keeping you attached to the heart of the 
ship. So even if you were thrown into the waters, even if it seemed 
you should be dead or lost forever, you still had a chance, and could 
'come back to life'." 

"Do they wear them in calm waters as well?" she asked, fingering the 
rope . 

Ari shrugged, sitting back. "Depends on the sailor. Some are more 
cautious than most. Others, the wisest ones, would wear them even 
when it seemed as though there was nothing to fear, because they 
could see a storm coming from far off, before anyone else even 
noticed the change in the winds." 

She sighed again and leaned back, pressing her shoulder to his. "It's 
just... I have a bad feeling," she admitted in a whisper. She shook 
her head. "Ever since we left this morning. And I can't... I can't 
shake it." It wasn't so much a feeling of impending doom, what she 
was experiencing. No, it was more nagging than anything. Constantly 
bothering her, poking her at the back of her mind. It was unsettling, 
bothersome that she couldn't get it out of her head. 

"Well," Ari said, "I can't argue with you on that. You will feel what 
you will. But," he pulled out his other rope, "your intuition and 
sight has always been better than mine." He fastened himself to the 
mast. "So, I'll wear one of these too." 

She laughed softly and leaned her head against his shoulder. Ari 
always knew how to make her feel better. It was what he was good for. 
He kept her head straight, kept her focused, and kept her happy, just 
as a second in command, and significant other, should. 

"My great, great grandfather was a pirate, you know, " she told him 
after a moment . 

He nodded. "I do. Grimbeard, right?" 

"Yeah," she nodded. "Grimbeard the Ghastly. The world's greatest 



Pirate . " 


"I never heard how he came to be the Chief of Berk." 

Hiccup smiled. Though bloody and a bit sad, she never tired of 
recalling stories of her grandfather. She had never told them before. 
"Well, he never really was. He was the second son, so he went off to 
find his fortune elsewhere. He didn't want to stay on Berk his whole 
life. So one day, he stowed away on a traders boat. A few years 
later, he was one of the most feared men in the ocean." 

"Huh," Ari sounded, fully engrossed in the story. "Wasn't he super 
rich? " 

"The richest, " Hiccup told him. "He had greater wealth than any of 
the islands combined. Earned it all through plunder and murder." She 
shrugged. "But that was the life of a Pirate." 

"So what happened to it all? It's not on Berk, obviously." 

"No," she agreed. Though Berk wasn't poor, they certainly weren't 
rich. "He hid all of his treasures away somewhere. On an abandoned 
Island, probably. It's said that no one, not even his crew, would 
dare try and get to it. The place is rigged with booby traps, and 
only Grimbeard knew the secrets of it all. Some say he hid clues for 
his descendants, in his will or etched into his sword ' Stormblade ' , 
in the songs passed down the family. But the songs are just 
lullabies. His sword was lost after he died. And no one was able to 
make sense of his will, though that was lost, too." 

"Why couldn't anyone make sense of it?" Ari asked curiously. 

"He left everything to his dead son," she explained. "And he'd 
written over everything in large script, a message or something." She 
shook her head. "I can't remember what it said." 

"What happened to his son? How did he die?" 

"That's the sad part," she told him. "Grimbeard killed him 
himself . " 

Ari let out a surprised breath. "Why did he do that?" 

"Well, his oldest son, Thugheart, lied to Grimbeard, telling him that 
his brother was a traitor, that he was planning to kill his father 
and steal his title or something. So Grimbeard ran him through with 
Stormblade. It was only after, when the boy was lying there dying, 
that the truth was revealed. So he died in Grimbeard' s arms, by his 
sword. After that, Grimbeard would have killed Thugheart, but he 
couldn't bear to kill another one of his son's. So he banished him to 
Outcast Island. No one knows what happened to him after that." 

Ari was silent for a moment, thinking. "What was his name?" 

Hiccup furled her brows. "Thugheart?" 

"No, the boy that died, " he clarified. 

"Oh." She smiled then, realizing that this was the best part of the 
story. "His name was Hiccup. Hiccup Horrendous Haddock." 



Ari turned his eyes to her, smiling also. 


"Really?" 


She nodded, beaming. "Really." 

"Wow," he breathed, leaning his head back again. "So what happened? 
What did Grimbeard do? How did his son become Chief?" 

She smiled at his eagerness. "Well, when Grimbeard' s brother, the 
current Chief of Berk, died, he was called back to the Island. He 
became Chief because his brother died without an heir, but died soon 
after, having been driven to madness by the death of his son by his 
hand. One morning, they just found him dead, a suicide, the strange 
will in his hands. After that, his second son. Chucklehead, became 
Chief. That's my great grandfather." 

"Have any tried to search for the treasure?" 

"Many. No one has succeeded. If anyone were to find it, it would be a 
Haddock, though few of us have tried. There aren't enough clues, or 
any really, to make sense of." 

Ari was silent for another moment, but then he smiled. "I bet Hiccup 
would have found it." 

At this. Hiccup too smiled. "Yeah," she agreed. "I bet he would 
have . " 

"Without a doubt. He sounds like he was a smart guy." He threw an arm 
around her. "You were well named." 

She laughed softly, leaning into him. "Thanks." 

"And," he added, "I bet that you are going to be a master sailor in 
no time. It's in your blood." 

She laughed again, this time sarcast ically . "Yeah, right. In fact, if 
I remember correctly, I don't think Grimbeard could swim 
either . " 

"Yeah, right," he replied. "A Pirate who can't swim. That'll be the 
day. Anyway," he sighed, "how are you feeling?" 

She blinked. Actually, she felt perfectly fine. Telling the story, 
she had completely forgotten that she was on a ship. Even remembering 
it now, she didn't feel too bad, though she was clutching the 
lifeline in her fist. Ari had managed to distract her 
completely . 

"Actually," she told him, "A lot better." She smiled up at him 
greatfully. "Thank you." 

He smiled down at her in reply. "And don't worry too much," he nudged 
her. "About that feeling, this trip. How many times do I have to tell 
you? " 

"I know, I know," she sighed. "We'll be fine." 

Suddenly, a cry from the other end of the deck caught their 
attention. "I swear to Odin, when I'm done with you, you're going to 



wish Thor had beaten you with his hammer instead!" They both looked 
up as Tuffnut and Snotlout ran around the deck again. 

"Well, that's up for debate," was Ari ' s response. 

Hiccup laughed, but soon winced as the boat rocked slightly at all 
their fast movements. "Perhaps we will be once we land. Are we almost 
there? " 

He chuckled lightly. "Soon enough," he told her, then planted a kiss 
on her head. 

_** ^ sexy line **_ 

True to Ari ' s word, they were closer to their destination than Hiccup 
thought . 

A few hours later, they were on shore and setting up camp. A few more 
hours, and they were all sitting around a large fire, relaxing before 
they turned in. 

They were all silent and content. Snotlout laid back against a log, 
chewing on a small bone from dinner. Ruff and Tuff were playing some 
sort of game drawn in the dirt. Fishlegs was engrossed in some book 
he had taken from the Tribe library. They were all peaceful, like it 
were any other night and they weren't on their own many miles from 
home . 

Hiccup leaned against the same log as Snotlout. Ari sat directly in 
front of her to her side, leaning against a tree trunk. She had her 
prosthetic resting on top of his legs, and she watched him silently 
as he worked. 

For the many months that she had been so close to Ari, she had 
learned much about him. For one, he had a few hobbies that she never 
would have guessed. He loved music, especially wind instruments. One 
of his pastimes, mostly when things were calm or lazy or when they 
sat around a fire, was making such instruments. He had made the 
whistle he used to call Freyja. Now, he was working on a small flute, 
carving it out of a carefully chosen piece of wood. 

Ari drug his blade along the surface one final time. Then, deciding 
he was done, held it out to examine. She saw a ghost of a smile flash 
on his face. Then he started playing. 

Soft, simple lullabies filled the air around them. They all knew 
those songs. They were the ones that were played at births and 
funerals, the ones that their mother's sang to them. It was 
comforting to hear, being that far away from home and childhood. And 
it almost, almost made Hiccup feel like they weren't there at all, 
like they were all back in the summer time around their regular 
evening campfire. Ari played them songs then too. So they all sat and 
listened, for how long no one really knew, until Ari had finished all 
the songs he could think of. 

He leaned his head back on the tree he leaned against. Hiccup looking 
at him all the while. He turned to her, meeting her eyes. She smiled 
softly, then leaned forward. She placed a hand on his cheek and 
pressed her lips against his own, kissing him softly. 



"Uhg, " Tuffnut groaned as they separated. "Way to ruin the 
moment . " 

Hiccup rolled her eyes. Ruff spoke, backing her up. "I thought it was 
a beautiful end. In fact, " she turned to Fishlegs sitting next to 
her, a sly smile on her face, "pucker up, big boy." With that, she 
grabbed his collar forcefully and laid one on him. 

Tuff groaned again, this time Snotlout joining him. "Can we do 
something else?" the dark haired young man asked. "Like, a game or 
something? " 

"Ooh, yeah!" Ruffnut agreed. "Lets play Lies and Liplock!" 

They all groaned at that. "Come on," came Tuff, "we haven't played 
that game for years. It's stupid." 

"Actually," said Hiccup, "I've never played that game." 

"Neither have I," said Ari . "I thought it was stupid back 
then . " 

"Well, that settles it," said the blonde girl. "We're playing. Right, 
Legs?" Fishlegs nodded, having finally recovered from Ruffnut 's 
kiss . 

Most groaned again, but all complied. The game was simple. The one 
picked would have to tell two truths and a lie based on the questions 
the picker would asked. If the one who picked them could guess the 
lie, the one picked would have to kiss a member in the circle. 
Children played this game, and it was fun because at that age, 
kissing was gross. Now, however, things were much different, that 
which some in the group had not thought of going into the 
game . 

"I'll go first," Tuffnut decided. He turned to Ari. "Who was the 
first person you ever kissed, when did this happen, and..." he 
thought about it a moment, then smiled, well, mischievously. "What 
really happened that night you were sick." 

They all made sounds of approval, save Ari and Hiccup. It was the 
forever question. The one that, no matter how many times the pair 
answered it truthfully, no one would believe them. What really 
happened when Hiccup tended to Ari through the night when he was 
poisoned? In truth, they just slept, her keeping him warm to fight 
the infection. The others had different scenarios in mind. 

Ari smiled, and was actually quick to answer. "The first person I 
kissed was Hiccup. It happened in the winter we were both thirteen. 
And, " he flashed Hiccup a smile, "Hiccup and I slept together that 
night . " 

Jaws dropped and sounds of exclamation filled the air. 

"Uhm, not all three of those were supposed to be lies, " Tuffnut 
scoffed . 

"Wait, " Fishlegs frowned. "You guys kissed back before everything? 
Before you really even talked to each other?" 



"I knew it!" shouted Snot lout. "I knew you guys slept with each other 
that night ! " 

"Uhm, earth to 'Lout," came Ruffnut. "Obviously the last one is a 
lie. I think we would know by know if that had really happened." She 
gestured to Hiccup's middle. "So wait," she went on, "you guys really 
kissed three years ago?" 

Hiccup blushed, remembering that night under the mistletoe. The pair 
hardly had time to answer before Tuffnut interrupted. "Well, that 
makes things easy." He pointed at Ari . "The last one. You guys didn't 
do it. Now kiss someone." 

Ari turned to Hiccup, smiling smugly in victory. It was then, as he 
pressed his lips to hers, that she realized he had made it easy on 
purpose. Not that she minded. She smiled into the kiss at his 
cleverness . 

"Uhg, " Tuff exclaimed in mock disgust. "Theres something we didn't 
think about. This game is flawed." 

"Only because we're older," Snotlout pointed out. "It wouldn't be a 
problem if we had girls. In fact, I would really like that 
game . " 

"Tuffnut is available, I hear," came Ruffnut. Her brother shot her a 
look of death. 

"Gross," Snotlout replied. "Why would you even suggest that? I don't 
know about stubby over here, but I don't go that way." 

"You sure about that 'Lout?" Hiccup asked him, grinning at having 
found a way to gain the upper hand. He had teased her so much growing 
up, it was nice to finally have some payback. "I always thought you 
had sort of a man-crush on Ari." She laughed, then mimicked his 
voice. "'Don't worry about it, man! That was so Ari!'. 'You should 
come by sometime and work out! ' ." 

The others were laughing now too. Snotlout had turned a shade of red 
that seemed to be a ix of embarrassment and anger. He opened his 
mouth to reply, defend himself, but he didn't get the 
chance . 

Snap . 

Hiccup's head spun towards the forest behind them. "What was that?" 
she asked quickly, muscles tense. 

"What was what?" someone asked. 

"There's something out there," she told them. 

They were all silent for a moment, listening, until suddenly a green 
flash appeared before them, pouncing on Tuffnut 's chest. 

"Twit!" the boy exclaimed. "I told you to stay in the pack!" 


"Twit?" Hiccup asked. Sure enough, there he was. Twit the Terror 
licking Tuff's face. 



"You brought a dragon with you?" Snotlout accused him, suddenly angry 
for a whole different reason. "You know we weren't supposed to do 
that ! " 

"I know, I know, but..." Tuff tried to explain as Twit crawled up and 
made himself comfortable on the young man's shoulders. "He wouldn't 
get out of my pack this morning. Besides, it's not like he can help 
us at all . " 

Hiccup was hardly bothered by the Twit's presence. "But that 
noise..." she said, cutting of whatever Snotlout was about to rant. 
She struggled into a standing position. She turned around to face 
behind her, staring out into the dark night. "It came from this 
direction . " 

Ruffnut shrugged. "Could be anything. A bird, a deer, another Terror. 
We don't have to worry about it." 

"Whatever," Snotlout grumbled, standing. "I'm going to bed. And if we 
get in trouble when we get back, Tuffnut, you'll wake up with more 
than just your hair cut off." 

Tuffnut made some sort of reply, but Hiccup wasn't listening, and 
then they all started heading off to bed. Hiccup remained where she 
was until Ari stood up by her side. 

"It's probably nothing," he told her. His hand came up and brushed 
her shoulder. "Don't worry about it. Go to sleep. I'll take first 
watch . " 

Eventually, she sighed and nodded. She turned to him with a smile, 
though it was tight. "You're right. I'll just... go to bed." 

He nodded, then leaned down and kissed her cheek. "Goodnight, Hiccup. 
Sleep well . " 

She watched him for a moment as he picked a spot where he would sit 
for the next few hours. Then she turned back to the forest where the 
noise had come from, staring out for a few minutes longer. She 
sighed, turning away after a few minutes and going in to her and 
Ruffnut 's tent. 

She doubted she would sleep very well at all. 

_** a sexy line **_ 

_**There you have it! The back story to Hiccup's kin is revealed. 
Almost every part of that Grimbeard story is true, by the way. It's 
all in the books. :) Hope you guys liked it!**_ 

_**And now, a quote from the upcoming story, 'Through the Eyes of 
Children; The Warriors'. This one comes from... Hiccup!**_ 

_**"He looks like **_**Thor****_! "_** 

**_Ha. Haha. Hahahahaha. I crack myself up. XD Just wait until you 
see who shes talking about. :)_** 


-k k 


Until next week! ** 



-k k 


St oriesOf An Insomniac 


k k 


6. Chapter 6 

_**Blerg. Sorry guys. A couple of days late, I know. Work has been 
crazy. So the life of a High School graduate... It's not as easy as 
one might have thought... Can anyone relate?**_ 

_**By the way, I think I found the perfect song for this story. Do 
any of you guys listen to Zedd? If not, but even if you do, you 
should check out his song 'Lost at Sea'. It's pretty epic. It might 
not make so much sense now, but in a few chapters it will. 

: ) **_ 


_**Anyway, here is the new chapter! I think you guys will like it. A 
lover's spat, a bit of one-on-one with Tuffnut, and then the 
introduction of the first new character. Let me know what you guys 
think! **_ 

_**En joy ! **_ 


'a sexy line' 


For the first time in what Hiccup thought was her life, her steps 
were almost completely silent. 


She walked slowly through the woods, bow drawn, arrow ready. Twit the 
Terror scrambled up to her shoulders and she hardly flinched. All she 
registered was the space right in front of her where her arrow would 
shoot . 


The boot was working remarkably well. Though she was having trouble 
getting used to the weight, having the traction on both feet was 
helping tremendously. Now, she could step through the winter forest 
in near confidence that she wouldn't fall. Now, she could focus on 
something other than her feet, or rather, 'foot'. The task at hand? 
Hunting . 

At first, one might have thought it impossible for Hiccup to perform 
such a task. But it wasn't just because she was clumsy or small or 
weak. It was that she was Hiccup. Hiccup, who was incapable of 
killing a helpless dragon which she had shot down. Hiccup, who 
befriended their mortal enemy. Hiccup, whom all thought wouldn't harm 
a f ly . 

What people seemed to forget was that Hiccup ate just as the rest of 
them. She ate what the men caught in their nets or shot and brought 
home. In what she had seen, the animals they ate didn't have the 
intelligence, the souls that the dragons had. With the dragons, it 
had been senseless killing, as discovered by Hiccup. They hadn't 
needed to. But the other animals, the birds, fish, and deer, they 
provided food. They kept them alive. Just as birds ate seeds, as fish 
ate whatever it was that was down in the waters, and as the deer ate 
the grass. Vikings, and Dragons, ate them. In Hiccup's mind, she 
figured this was fair, as the bodies of the Vikings and Dragons 
returned to the ground or sea, which helped the plants grow and kept 
the waters fertil. Therefore, against what most people believed. 
Hiccup was a ready and willing hunter. 



A low clicking sound came from deep within Twit's throat. Her senses 
automatically heightened. The tiny dragon knew that something was 
close. He could feel it. Hiccup could too. 

She quickly, almost silently, took several paces forward. She ducked 
behind a tree and peered beyond it. Yes. There. Behind that boulder a 
ways ahead. There was her target. 

She quickly traded the arrow for a small rock. Stringing it back, she 
shot the rock right at the boulder. She smiled in victory as the buck 
trotted forward a few paces at the sound. Slowly, she strung her 
arrow and pulled back, aiming straight for the heart of the animal. 
Twit clicked again in anticipation. Hiccup, too, sucked in a breath 
at the feeling, and gave the string one last, calculated 
tug . . . 

"Hiccup . " 

She jumped as the sound of a voice in the dead silence. The buck, 
too, heard the sound, and was quick to trot away. Hiccup cursed and 
quickly moved to shoot at the creature, but she missed by several 
feet . 

She spun around, white hot in anger, to face the tall form of 
Ari . 

For just a moment, neither said anything, giving time for Ari to 
process what he had just done, and Twit the time to stick his tongue 
out at the boy. Ari went to say something, probably apologize. Hiccup 
didn't give him the chance . 

"Damn It, Ari!" she started. He shut his mouth, knowing better than 
to interject. "What the Hel is wrong with you? I almost had him!" She 
let out a cry of frustration and, in the heat of her anger, pushed 
him roughly, though it hardly moved him at all, then started stomping 
away . 

"Seriously, " she went on, knowing full well that he was following, 
"what in Odin's great name would _ever _make it okay to sneak up on 
someone in the middle of a hunt? And this is you!" She pointed at 
him. "You taught me this! Every bit of it! From tracking the animal, 
all the way up to the kill!" 

"Hiccup, I-" he tried. 

"I mean, have you forgotten your own training or something? 

Honestly ! " 

"I was just-" 

She stopped and turned to face him. "You should have known better!" 
She turned to stalk away again, but he grabbed her by the arm, 
stopping her. 

"Damn it. Hiccup!" he exclaimed as she had. He looked away for a 
moment, biting his lip to control his words. "I'm not perfect! I'm 
sorry ! " 


She huffed in frustration, her anger dwindling slightly. "What were 
you doing out here, anyway?" she asked him a bit more calmly. 



He sighed. "I was just checking on you," he told her. This, 
unfortunately, was the wrong thing to say. 

Her eyes flared again and her cheeks flushed. Even Twit growled 
quietly, sensing her agitation. When she spoke, she was almost 
shaking. "What am I? A child?" 

His brows furled. "What? No, I-" 

She cut him off. "You're not my 'escort' anymore! I don't need anyone 
to walk me home or hold my hand, and I certainly don't need someone 
checking up on me all the time! I'm not 'Hiccup the Useless' 
anymore ! " 

He grabbed her arms, trying to force her to calm down and look at 
him. "Hiccup, you know I don't think that, and I never did!" 

She pushed him off ruffly. "Then prove it! You should know, better 
than anyone, that I can take care of myself! Just back off!" 

"Hey!" Someone called out from not far away. Hiccup groaned as 
Snotlout came jogging up to them. Great. Just what they needed. 

He raised his eyebrows as he stopped in front of them. "Could you 
guys be making anymore noise? Seriously, you guys aren't going to 
shoot anything." He frowned. "Wait, what are you guys doing out here 
alone anyway? You shouldn't be-" 

Hiccup let out a cry of frustration and threw her arms in the air, 
causing the two boys to step back in surprise. The small girl turned 
to her cousin, poking his chest hard. "You need to back off, too!" At 
this point, she was just angry, and there was no calming her anytime 
soon. Anyone in her path could become the next victim. 

She went on. "Ari and I don't need someone watching us 24/7, and we 
don't need you butting in all the time! So back off!" She took a few 
steps away, but then turned again and added, "And when we get back, 
stay away from my dragon!" 

Twit stuck his tounge out at the boys as Hiccup stomped away. She 
made it several yards, hearing Snotlout asking Ari what her problem 
was, before she stopped. 

Twits tail wrapped around Hiccup's upper arm and he clicked. He had 
heard it too, felt it. A shuffling in the snow, something quickly 
moving it's feet. But it wasn't Ari or Snotlout. In the next moment. 
Hiccup had turned around and had her arrow ready. The boys cursed and 
ducked as she let the arrow fly. But she wasn't aiming at them. 

Her arrow sunk deep into a tree. But something had made noise, then 
more shuffling, and then it was gone. She tried to run forward, to 
try and catch it or at least see, ignoring the boy's questions. She 
limped slightly, the weight of her leg bothering her. She made it to 
the arrow, but whatever she shot at was long gone. 

"Gods, Hiccup, " Snotlout exclaimed as he and Ari caught up to her. 

"What the Hel was that for? You didn't have 

to-" 



"Blood. " 


"What?" 

"Blood, " she repeated, glancing at Ari as he came up next to her, 
also examining the arrow. It had blood on it. She _had _hit 
something. Something _had _been there. 

"Oh, " came Snotlout, sounding genuinely surprised as he squinted at 
the arrow. "You hit something." He shrugged. "Maybe next time." 

She spun to face him, anger back within her in a second. "I would 
have killed it this time if you two hadn't shown up!" She stalked 
away, for good this time, shouting over her shoulder, "Both of you 
just leave me alone!" 

Snotlout scoffed as he watched the small girl and the Terror on her 
shoulders stomp away. "Women," he grumbled before walking away as 
well. But Ari wasn't paying attention to him. His eyes were on the 
arrow . 

He grasped it, carefully pulling it out of the tree so as not to 
damage it. Half of the head had blood on it. Whatever Hiccup had hit, 
it would have been a deep cut . 

He crouched and searched the ground. There were a few blood spots 
right below where the arrow hit and a few feet away. But then they 
stopped, which puzzled him. A wound like that would have surely kept 
bleeding. It was almost as if the animal had covered its wound so as 
not to drip. But... Animals couldn't do that. 

The tracks were weird too. They didn't look like any animal he had 
ever seen, but they weren't Viking boot marks either. They walked on 
two legs, so it must be a person. But who? 

Well, he didn't know that, but he knew they were smart. Quick to 
cover the wound so as not to leave a trail, and their footsteps 
quickly merged with a mess of rabbit tracks, eliminating a way for 
them to be followed. 

One thing was for sure. Hiccup had been right. Whatever she had heard 
the night before, and then again earlier that morning. She swore that 
something was out there, but they all dismissed it. He silently 
cursed himself, thinking of the last time no one believed Hiccup. She 
was right. He should have known better, known her better, to know 
that when Hiccup was sure about something, no matter how ridiculous 
or unimportant it sounded, she was scarcely ever wrong. 

And now, he realized, perhaps a day too late, that someone or some 
people were out there. They were being watched. He could feel it now. 
And perhaps, even, it was the hunters themselves who were being 
hunted . 

_** a sexy line **_ 

Tuffnut stretched out, leaning back further on his log and closing 
his eyes, throwing his hands behind his head. He let out a content 
breath. Though it was cold, he was wearing too much leather and fur 
to notice or care. His ears were cold though, he thought bitterly as 
his fingers brushed against his stubby ponytail. He silently cursed 



Snotlout, then wondered if he could manage to steal Hiccup's 
'Earmuffs' without her noticing. He doubted it. Hardly anything 
escaped Hiccup's notice. 

His thoughts continued to wonder in a similar fashion. What else was 
he to do? At this point in his Viking life, Tuffnut the Mischievous 
was bored. He thought Viking life as a whole was rather boring. Sure, 
the dragon's were nice. But that also meant that there was much less 
action to have on the day to day. There was no war, no challenge, and 
all the trouble he could get into he'd done as a child. Right then, 
sitting around and silently waiting for something to wander around 
for him to shoot was probably the most action he thought he'd seen in 
quite a while, aside from sailing to their hunting site. That, he 
loved . 

A lot of his boredom was arguably self-inflicted. He complained all 
the time about his apprenticeship with his father, learning how to 
take care of sheep. He moped and pouted. He didn't think himself 
physically impressive enough to train to be a high-ranking soldier. 

He hadn't even tried to find a girl yet, though the available ones on 
Berk were few, and he didn't want to marry someone several years 
younger than him or a complete stranger from another island. Even his 
hunting, he put little effort into. Rather than making an effort, 
something that could actually be challenging and beneficial, he chose 
to wait around for something to come near him. It was pretty 
effective, as he had already shot down one doe that morning, but it 
was hardly entertaining. 

But that was because he didn't like hunting. He didn't like his 
boring, day-to-day life on the tiny island of Berk, aside from riding 
the dragon he shared with his sister. And he most definitely didn't 
want to be a Shepard. 

No, he wanted something different. Like the day six months ago when 
Hiccup led them into battle with the Beast. He wanted something like 
that everyday, only with him as leader. Peace? Peace was boring. He 
wanted action. Adventure. He just wanted something other than the 
life of a Viking on a peaceful, freezing little island. He just 
wanted something different. 

_Snap. _ 

His eyes opened. An animal must be nearby, breaking a twig not twenty 
feet behind him, and was now shuffling in the snow. He smiled almost 
ruefully. At least it was something to do. 

Silently, he stood from his relaxed position and readied his bow and 
arrow. He crept over the log and behind a tree. He took a breath, 
then cleared the space between him and his target from behind a 
boulder, his arrow pointed and ready at... a girl? 

She was crouched low on the ground, her back to him, and was 
rummaging through a satchel. She was bleeding, too, the red stuff 
dripping down her arm onto the white snow. 

"_Maldito,_" she muttered, pulling some cloth from the bag and 
pressing it to her injury. Tuffnut didn't know that word. Was it 
another language? Well, he was about to find out. 


He finally found his voice. "Hey." 



The girl stood and spun around so fast he almost fell back in shock. 
He didn't even notice that she had drawn her sword as well until a 
few seconds after as he saw it pointed at him. 

He blinked. Rather than focusing on the sword, he was struck then by 
her beauty. Nothing like what he was used to. The Viking women of 
Berk and most Vikings in general tended to lean towards the fairer 
side; blonde or red hair, blue eyes with the occasional green, light 
skin, freckles. This girl, he thought in all ways was the 
opposite . 

Her skin was a tanned olive tone. Her hair, long and dark, silky 
smooth. Not a single imperfection to be found on her face. And her 
eyes... Though they stared at him then wide with anger and a hint of 
fear, they were stunning. Her large, dark brown eyes locked with his. 
She took a step forward. 

He tightened his hold on the arrow, pulling back farther and 
effectively stopping her. No matter how beautiful she was, she was 
still a stranger to this island. That, and she had a sword pointed at 
him . 

"Drop it," he told her firmly. When she didn't move for several 
seconds, he motioned toward the sword and repeated the command. She 
looked at the sword, than him and the arrow he had pointed at her. 

She dropped the sword. 

Slowly, he started to make his way towards her. She stepped back at 

first, but came in contact with a tree. She was smart enough not to 

run, at least, staying where she was. He kicked her sword away and, 
when he got close enough, relaxed his bow and pulled his sword 
instead . 

Fear flashed in her eyes once more as he stepped directly in front of 
her, sword drawn. But, instead of doing what she expected and running 
her through, his hands came up to her waist. 

"_SuA©ltame_, " she exclaimed, trying to free herself from his grasp. 
He stopped her, pressing his blade lightly to her throat. She 
stopped, looking at him then with utter disgust and hatred. He 
continued, but again, he did what she didn't expect. 

He pat her down, searching for weapons, only finding a dagger in her 

leather boot. He put it on his belt, then stood facing her again and 

sheathed his sword. She looked at him in confusion then, even more so 
as he grabbed her arm and leaned forward to examine it . She repeated 
that word, once again trying to free herself from his grasp. He 
tightened his hold and glanced at her with hard eyes, a 
warning . 

"You're hurt," he told her. Whether she understood his words or not 
was still lost to him, but he thought she got the message as she 
stopped. He raised his other hand and gingerly the hasty bandage she 
had tied on that had already soaked through, pushing it aside to 
assess the damage. She hissed as he did so. The wound was deep and 
precise, made by a weapon. 


"Who did this to you?" he asked. As expected, she didn't respond, 
just watched him with calculating eyes. But the question was more for 



himself. Was it one of his friends? Or were there more people like 
her running around Berk? That, or she, must have been what Hiccup had 
been hearing. He almost laughed. Even after everything, they still 
foolishly dismissed her worries. Hiccup was always right. Why didn't 
they know this by now? 

His attention was drawn back to the girl as she shivered. He noticed 
her attire, not at all appropriate for a northern island during the 
winter. Thin leather boots, not fur lined. A single layer of 
leggings. A simple white shirt with a wide belt. A black leather coat 
that reached her mid-thigh. She had a scarf, but that was all. She 
looked freezing. 

"Here, " he said. She looked at him in utter puzzlement as he let go 
of her and took his top layer of. He motioned her forward. She did, 
ever so slightly, and he draped the fur shawl over her shoulders, 
latching it in place. 

She was still looking at him, but he only glanced at her for a moment 
before grabbing her arm again. "Come on," he said, leading her in the 
direction of the camp. "Let's see what we can do about that c-" 

That's when she kneed him. 

Again, she had moved so quickly he didn't even register it until it 
after it happened. He doubled over immediately, groaning in pain. He 
heard her scramble away, picking up her sword and running in the 
opposite direction. He punched the ground in anger. Then, mustering 

all the strength he could find, he stood up. It was slow, and he 

still held himself in pain, but he got to his feet. He grunted in 
frustration, seeing her already pretty far off. She was fast. But he 
couldn't let her get away. 

He took a deep breath, shouted, "Hey! Get back here!", then ran after 
her . 

_** a sexy line **_ 

Hiccup sighed and rest her head on her fist. Twit curled up to her in 

what she guessed was meant to be a comforting gesture. It was 
working. She had been petting him for some time, and hot anger was 
slowly chilling. 

She couldn't ever remember yelling at Ari like that. Well, there was 
that one time. Back when Toothless was still a secret and he was in 

the forge. She had yelled at Ari to make him go away, so that he 

wouldn't see the Night Fury in the shop. But she did that on purpose. 
She hadn't meant it. This time, she really had been angry. 

Most of the time, she didn't mind that he was protective, almost 

annoyingly so. It was just in his nature, she realized. That, and she 

had a rather impressive track record for getting herself into 
dangerous situations. 

But this? 'Checking' on her while she was hunting? Really? Didn't he 
have enough faith in her to allow her to be alone for a few minutes 
to shoot some arrows at deer? He had trainer her himself, after all. 
It's like he didn't trust her. He didn't get it. Just a week previous 
she had confessed to him why she insisted on going on this trip. She 
wanted to prove herself, to show her tribe that she wasn't weak, to 
make them forget about her missing limb. How could she do that with 



him breathing down her neck? 


When she heard him coming, she had half a mind to get up and walk 
away. But, if she knew him like she thought she did, she knew he was 
there to apologize. That, and her leg was bothering her too much, 
anyway . 

He sat down right next to her. His hand brushed against hers as he 
reached over to pet the purring Terror. "I'm sorry I made you lose 
your kill," he said after a few moments of silence. 

He didn't get it. She wanted to yell this at him, but she couldn't 
find the strength in her so be mad at him anymore. 

She sighed. "It's not that. I mean, that's part of it, but it's not 
what I was mad about." He was quiet, waiting for her to tell him. She 
sighed again. "Do you not trust me?" 

His brows furled. "What?" 

"To take care of myself." She turned to him. "Do you not trust me to 
do that?" 

His features relaxed. Now he understood. He ran a hand down his face, 
then spoke. "That's not it. Hiccup. I know you can protect yourself, 
that you can shoot down a deer." He smiled softly. "I trained you 
myself, remember?" 

She met his eyes. "Then why?" she asked. "How come everytime I turn 
around you're breathing down my neck?" 

He was quiet for a moment. "Why do you think?" he asked softly. She 
blinked, now it was her turn to understand. _0h . _ 

"It's not that I don't trust you or think you're weak," he went on, 
voicing what she had figured out. "I've never thought you were weak, 
and I know that now you're stronger and more skilled than ever. But," 
he sighed, "I also know that things can happen. Accidents. Something 
you're not prepared for." He shook his head. "I'm sorry I keep 
bothering you, but... I've already almost lost you three time. I 
don't want to take any chances." 

"Three?" she asked, only being able to recount one at the moment, 
during the battle of the Beast. She couldn't pinpoint what specific 
events he was referring too. 

He simply nodded. "Yes. And I think we've gone over this before." He 
brought his hand up, his fingers lightly brushing her cheek as his 
soft gaze took in her features. "I can't lose you. Hiccup. I wouldn't 
be able to bear it." 

He hand came up, lacing her fingers in his. "But," she countered, "I 
think we've also been over that the chance of that happening is just 
the Viking way of life. Do you think it's any easier for me to know 
that I could lose you, too?" He couldn't argue with that, so she went 
on. "Look, I'm not asking you to leave me alone completely. I mean, I 
need my second-in-command . " The shared a soft smile. "But... could 
you ease up a bit? I'm not going to shoot anything if you keep 
'checking' on me." 



It seemed like an eternity, but he finally gave her one curt nod. 
"Okay, Hiccup, " he agreed. "But, not until after this trip." 

She frowned. "What? Why? That was the whole point of-" He stopped her 
as he pulled out her arrow, the one she had left back there in the 
tree . 

"Whatever you shoot," he explained, handing it to her, "it wasn't an 
animal . " 

What? Her mind reeled. Did that mean she... "You mean," she voiced, 

"I shot a... person? How do you know? It wasn't Ruff or Tuff, was it? 
Fishlegs ? " 

He shook his head. "The footprints, they're not animal marks, but 
they don't match any of our boots either. The person you shot was 
smart. They covered their wound so that they wouldn't drip and leave 
a trail, and then merged their footprints with other animals so they 
couldn't be followed." 

She eyed the arrow. She realized now, seeing how much blood was on 
it, that the wound was deep. "But who?" she asked, turning to him. 
"Who would be out there, watching us?" 

He shrugged. "Whoever you've been hearing. Sorry about that, by the 
way . " 

She waved him off, hardly bothered that no one listened to her. She 
was used to it. "What should we do?" she asked after a moment. "Look 
for them? Pack up and go home?" She scratched the purring Terror 
under it's chin. "Send Twit back with a note?" 

He shrugged again. "It's up to you. I'll support your decision, and 
I'm sure the others will too, one the evidence is shown. For now, my 
only suggestion is that we hunt in pairs. We won't kill as much, but 
it will be safer." 

She thought about it. Should they go home early? What would her 
father, the tribe, think? Then again, would their suspicions and 
possible disapproval be worth abandoning the trip in light of the new 
found danger? It could just be a hermit, and they had just invaded 
his normally private area. Then again, it could be someone else. 
Strangers on Berk was a big deal. They could be anyone. Traders, 
there to steal resources. Outcasts. Or, Odin forbid. Pirates. 

But, it could also be nothing. Like a hermit. Hel, even one of her 
father's scouts sent to check on them. She doubted that, but it was 
still a possibility. Besides, she wasn't ready to go home yet. She 
hadn't shot anything yet. And she didn't want to run scared, or even 
have it look like she had. 

She sighed, finally coming to a decision. "We'll stay. If they show 
themselves, we'll deal with it, and then we'll leave. But for now, we 
hunt in pairs . " 

He nodded. "Okay, Hiccup." He stood then and held his hand out to 
her. "It's getting dark. Lets head back." 

Twit scrambled up to her shoulders as she grabbed Ari ' s hand. She 
knew before they did it that it would hurt. Despite how hard she 



tried not to, she grit her teeth and seethed as he helped her 
up . 

"Whoa," he said, immediately supporting her. "What's wrong? Is it 
your leg?" 

"Yes," she admitted after a moment. "The weight of it. The straps are 
pulling at my skin every time I step. It's making my whole leg ache." 
She sighed. "I know I'll get used to it, but I realize now that I 
should have done that before we left." 

He nodded, understanding. He moved to pick her up. "Here, let 


"No, don't," she protested. "It's not far. I can walk." 

"Hiccup." She met his eyes. "I'm not judging you. I'm just here to 
help." He raised his eyebrows. "Okay?" 

Despite herself, her lips twitched up in a smile. Of course he was. 

It was in his nature. "Okay." 

He turned then, crouching low for her to get on his back. She did, 
and he picked her up smoothly and started forward. She sighed into 
his neck and held him tightly all the way back to 
camp . 

**_ ^ sexy line _** 

_**Sorry if I've offended anyone with my terrible Spanish, but I'm 
pretty sure that's right. It's my second language and I hardly use it 
so I'm not that great... **_ 

_**Speaking of Spanish, do I have any readers who read it? As it 
turns out, the first story of this series is now being written in 
Spanish, as I have agreed to it. Here is the link: 
s/ 9521026/1/The-Mirrors-of-Eyes **_ 

_**The reason I've agreed to it is that they also said it would be a 
little different from mine (rated M, for one) , and they would also 
give me credit for the idea/most of the story line. I've read part of 
it, and have gathered so far that they have given me credit and it is 
a little bit different from mine, but again, my Spanish isn't that 
great. But I encourage you all to check it out if you read Spanish! 
From what I can tell so far they are a pretty good writer! Plus, they 
are super nice and asked me first, which I appreciate. 

: ) **_ 

_**Anyway, now is the time for a quote! From the upcoming story, 
'Through the Eyes of Children: The Warriors', I give you a quote 
from... Thuggery! **_ 

_**"! fight with the Dragon Conqueror." **_ 

_**Some of you (those who haven't read the books) probably don't know 
who Thuggery is. No worries. You will soon. He's in this story, too. 

: ) **_ 


**Until next time!** 



* * 


StoriesOf Aninsomniac* * 


7 . Chapter 7 

_**Well, only a day late. I'm getting better. :)**_ 

_**Here it is guys, chapter 7. We're getting closer and closer to the 
abrupt end of this hunting trip. Things are about to get pretty 
Cray ...**_ 

_**Erm, this chapter isn't that long, but you get an awesome 
meet+greet with the new character, and then some alone time with 
everyone's favorite Night Fury. :) **_ 

_**Plus, I'd like to point out how incredibly difficult it is to 
write chapters where all six of the amazing yet very different 
characters are talking. Before I started writing this I had a rough 
draft of what I wanted said, and then I had to figure out who would 
say that and how they would say it. Managing six personalities is 
very frustrating. I think I did okay though, but I guess that's up to 
you . : ) * *_ 

_**Anyway, Enjoy! **_ 


_** a sexy line **_ 

"I found Hiccup's ghost." 

Night was falling around them, so they all had to squint as Tuffnut 

entered the camp. When he stepped into the light of the fire, they 

gaped as their eyes fell on what he was pushing in front of him. 
Snotlout's jaw went slack. Fishlegs dropped his book. Hiccup shot up 
on her foot with the help of Ari, and Ruffnut exclaimed a very 
offensive phrase. 

Berk was not a big island. Compared to others in the Northern Region, 
it was rather small. And, being so far north, they didn't have many 
visitors. Hiccup, being the Chief's daughter, was the only one who 
really came in contact with outsiders, as she accompanied her father 
whenever he met with traders or the occasional official or royal from 
another tribe. But this, even she had never seen before. A stranger? 
On their island? Alone, so it seemed, and wandering the uninhibited 
part of the island. 

The girl was bound at the wrists, gagged, and blindfolded. She 
struggled against Tuff's strong grip until he finally let her go, 
pushing her forward just enough so that she lost her footing and fell 
on her knees in front of the group. 

Ari was the first to speak. "Were there others?" 

"No, " Tuffnut told him. "She thought she lost me at one point and ran 
straight to her camp. One tent and just a few things, only enough for 
one person, and no one else was around." 

"You chased her?" his sister asked, now right beside him. She eyed 
the bruise forming on his temple, brushing her finger against it. 

"Did she beat you up first?" She smiled. "I like her already." 



"She could have led you right into a trap," came Snotlout. "Or maybe 
she wanted you to catch her so you would bring her back 
here . " 

Tuffnut winced as his sister tended to him. "Well she didn't, and I 
caught her. And I'm not dumb. I blindfolded her before I led her 
back, obviously." 

The conversation continued, but Hiccup wasn't paying attention. 
Slowly, she had made her way over to the girl. Interestingly enough, 
this girl reminded her of Toothless, back when she first saw him. She 
was scared, angry, overwhelmed, and by the looks of it, wounded. 
Bound, with no way out. And, she hoped, misunderstood. 

She knelt in front of her. The girl tensed up, sensing her 
presence . 

"Careful, " Tuff warned as she reached out to her, rubbing his arm 
tenderly in annoyance. "She bites." 

Due to his warning. Hiccup went of the blindfold first. Carefully, 
she slid the fabric off the girl's head. 

The reaction was immediate. The girl looked around wildly, trying to 
take in all of her surroundings at once. Her eyes landed on each 
person, pausing a few seconds on Tuffnut with a look of hatred, and 
then they met Hiccup's, she paused again, looking at Hiccup 
skeptically, confused, like she expected something different, as if 
she wondered why the others had let _her _be the one to approach her. 
Her expression quickly changed, however, as Twit appeared on Hiccup's 
shoulders, ever curious as to what was going on. 

A muffled exclamation came from her mouth due to the gag and she 
scrambled backward. She didn't make it far, her back coming in 
contact with a tree. Snotlout took this opportunity to tie her to 
it . 

Twit, offended by this reaction, stuck his tongue out and hopped 
away, choosing instead to climb up on Tuffnut 's shoulder, where he 
proceeded to lick a cut on the boy's cheek. 

"She must not be from around here," came Fishlegs. 

"Well no duh, brains, " Tuff answered, wincing as the tiny dragon 
continued to 'help'. "No one on Berk would run from a Terror. 

Besides, none of our women look anything like that." He gestured at 
the girls features as she stared at him, completely puzzled by the 
dragon's behavior on his shoulder and how no one seemed to be 
bothered by it . 

"So who is she?" Snotlout asked as he finished fastening her to the 
tree . 

"Well, lets ask her, " Hiccup decided, once again sitting in front of 
her . 

"I don't think you'll get much out of her," Tuffnut said just as she 
freed the girl of her gag. 

"_DesA ; tame !_" she cried immediately. "_DesA;tame ahora. 



gilipollas ! 

"Uhm, that's not Norse," Ruffnut voiced what they were all thinking. 
"What's she saying?" 

"I'm not sure," Hiccup told her, "but I think she just called us 
' assholes ' . " 

"Well, that makes sense," came Tuffnut. "She was calling me that all 
the way up to when I gagged her." 

"Wait, you can understand her?" Snotlout asked. Hiccup swore that she 
saw a second of surprise flash on the girl's face too, but if it was 
there at all it soon vanished. 

Ari didn't seem surprised at all. "What language is she speaking?" he 
asked as he crouched down next to her. 

"Spanish," Hiccup told him. "She looks Spanish, too." 

The girl was struggling again. "_DesA;tame ahora!" _she repeated. 
"_Voy a matar a todos ! 

"Ooh, " Hiccup winced. "She's not happy at all." 

"What's she saying?" Ari asked. 

She turned to him, eyebrows raised. "She wants to kill us." 

"Does someone want to explain how Hiccup knows what she's saying?" 
Tuffnut asked in frustration. So Hiccup did. 

"Traders," she told them. "The Spanish come every summer. We buy a 
lot of fabric from them. And, more recently," she met Ari ' s eyes, 
"chocolate . " 

He raised his eyebrows and the corner of his mouth turned up as the 
others asked them what 'chocolate' was. He ignored them though, and 
turned his attention back to the girl. "So what do you think? Is she 
hostile? An Outcast? A runaway, maybe?" 

Hiccup turned back to the girl as well, who was eying them as they 
discussed her fate. She shook her head. "I doubt she dangerous," she 
said . 

"I beg to differ," came Tuff as his sister finished up. "I think she 
broke a rib." 

"I don't think she actually wants to hurt us," Hiccup went on, 
ignoring him. "I think she's just scared. A runaway, maybe. Or 
abandoned. She must have come from a trade ship or 
something . " 

"Well, can you ask her?" Snotlout asked, impatient. 

"I can try." Hiccup cleared her throat, trying to recall any Spanish 
she knew from what he father taught her or just by listening to them 
talk when they negotiated. 

"Uhm..." she began. "_Mi nombre es... _Hiccup." The girl blinked. 



once again surprised. Hiccup went on, slowly but surely. "_CuA;l es 
su . . . nombre?_" 

It was a long while before the girl responded. Everyone held their 
breath as the girl stared at Hiccup once again with that skeptical 
look on her face. Finally, she spoke, and everyone understood 
her . 

"Anna," she said. "Anna Francia." 

"Anna," Hiccup repeated, trying it out. She gave her a smile. "_Gusto 
en conocerlo._" 

Anna's eyes narrowed. "_Igualmente, " _she said, though it sounded 
sarcastic. "_Vas a dejar que me vaya? Le sugiero que lo 
haga ._" 

"Okay," Tuff cut in. "This is killing me. Will someone please 
translate? " 

Hiccup scratched her head with a sigh. "I'm only getting every few 
words, but I know she wants us to let her go." She sighed again. "I 
only know the basics in Spanish. You know, 'Hi, my name is', 'How are 
you?', 'We won't hurt you', 'Please don't kill me'..." 

"Where would she go?" Ruff asked. "Back out into the freezing forest? 
She's alone, isn't she?" 

Hiccup turned back to Anna, asking her the same question simplified 
in what she could translate. "_DA^nde... ir? EstAjs solo?"_ 

Anna blinked, caught off guard by the question. She didn't seem to 
have an answer to the first question, but to the second, she answered 
quietly, "_SA-._" 

Hiccup told the group that she said she was alone. "Then why in such 
a hurry to leave?" Ari asked, looking Anna's eyes, even though they 
were sure she didn't understand. "We could help you." 

"Yeah," Tuff seconded. "Plus, she's hurt. A deep cut on her arm. Did 
someone shoot at her or something?" 

Hiccup's eyes were then drawn to Anna's arm. "I did," she confessed 
as she examined the wound. She gingerly reached out and grabbed her 
elbow to get a better look. "I thought she was a deer, but she ran 
away too quickly for me to see." She pulled out her arrow from her 
sheath, showing it to Anna. "_Lo siento a€l_" she apologized. 

For probably the tenth time in the time that had elapsed, Anna looked 
at Hiccup in surprise. It was Hiccup that had shot her? This small 
girl in front of her? But Hiccup ignored this look as she once again 
examined her wound closely. 

"Ruff, " she called. A few seconds later, the twin girl was at her 
side. "What do you think?" 

The healer took a glance at it. She shrugged. "Stitches, probably. 
It'll hurt, but it will be worth it." She took Anna's arm in her hand 
to get a better look at it, already rummaging through her bag. But 
Anna tore her arm away and spoke loudly in Spanish, so quick that 



Hiccup didn't even pick up a word. 


"Whoa, whoa, whoa!" she tried to calm the girl, holding her hands up. 
"_CA;lmate, por favor. No queremos hacer daA±o a usted!_" It worked 
somewhat. She stopped struggling and looked back at Hiccup. She spoke 
softer, lowering her hands. "_Queremos ayudar._" 

Anna eyed her once more, but this time, she looked small. Vulnerable. 
Confused, like she didn't understand what Hiccup was saying, even 
though it was in her own language. "_Quieres ayudar?_" she asked 
softly after a few moments. "_No me vas a matar?_" 

"No," Hiccup shook her head. "We're not going to kill you." 

"We're not?" Snotlout asked, frustrated. "Don't tell me we're helping 
her . " 

"Why wouldn't we?" Ari spoke as he stood up. "She's alone, she's 
hurt, and you tied her up. It's not like she's going to kill us in 
our sleep." He turned to Tuff. "Do did check her for weapons, 
right ? " 

Tuff rolled his eyes, offended at having been asked, then tossed him 
Anna's sword belt. Ari caught it with ease, then took the sword out 
to examine it before latching it to his own belt. 

"_Mi papA;..._" Anna cried quietly. They all turned to her, but she 
quickly bit her lip. She eyed the sword longingly, almost looking 
scared at the sight of it on Ari ' s hip. Ari raised his eyebrows in 
question . 

"It's her father's," Hiccup told him. "Or was. Uhm, " she turned back 
to the girl, "I don't know how to say this in Spanish but... He'll 
keep it safe, okay?" Anna blinked at the sword, then back at Hiccup. 
Hiccup gave her a smile. "It's okay." Anna was hardly 
reassured . 

With that, Ruff went to work on the Spanish girl and Hiccup stood up 
and stepped away to take a breather. It was a lot to take in. She 
wished that she had a better way to clear her head. She wished she 
could go for a flight. Toothless was a remarkable listener, and the 
wind seemed to take all troubles far from mind. 

She felt Ari come up behind her. "Hiccup, " he spoke softly. "What are 
you thinking?" She knew he wasn't asking about where her thoughts 
were wondering. He wanted to know what her plan was for right then, 
with Anna. He was waiting for her to decide what to do. 

She sighed, turning to him. "I don't think she's a bad person," she 
told him. "I don't think she wants to hurt us, either, now that she 
knows we won't hurt her. But" she added, eyeing the sword, "I 
wouldn't be surprised if she was hiding something." 

Ari nodded, agreeing. "So what do you want to do? Set sail? Bring her 
with us?" 

That was probably the smartest thing to do. But, even though she 
missed Toothless and wanted to be home more than anything, she wasn't 
ready to leave yet. They didn't have much food to bring back yet, and 
she hadn't even shot anything except Anna. What would the tribe think 



if all they brought home was Anna? Another mouth to feed would 
probably be most's thoughts. Besides, she had said she was alone, and 
Tuffnut confirmed it. It didn't seem like they were in any 
danger . 

So she shook her head. "No. It's not as bad as we expected, just one 
runaway. We'll be fine. But from now on, during night watches we keep 
our weapons in hand and eyes on her, and we hunt in pairs, one pair 
always remaining behind to watch Anna. We won't shoot as much, but it 
will be safer, and we won't go home with nothing." 

If he had an opinion, he didn't voice it. He just nodded. "Okay. I'll 
tell the others." 

But he didn't leave right away. They were away from the eyes of the 
group, so she stepped closer to her, knowing they wouldn't be teased, 
that they could have their moment. He exhaled softly and brushed his 
fingers against her cheek. She closed her eyes and leaned into his 
touch, her hand unconsciously reaching out and gripping his fur vest. 
It felt so good, having him there. When the situation was stressful 
and nothing was going right, he knew how to keep her focused, whether 
it was being a good second-in-command, or being an even better 
partner. Standing tall by her side, or just holding her when she 
needed to be held. He always seemed to know how to keep her in 
check . 

"We'll be home soon," he whispered, as if he were reading her 
thoughts. He pressed his lips to her hair. "Two more days." She 
nodded, then leaned into him further. He held her for a moment, but 
all too soon he pulled back. "Now, go sleep. Rest your leg." He 
leaned down, pressing a soft kiss to her cheek. "Goodnight, Hiccup." 
And then he was gone. 

She stepped into her and Ruffnut's tent just as Ari relayed the plan 
to the others. She laid down, quickly burying herself under her furs. 
For some reason, right then she felt like crying. Why? She wasn't 
sure. Everything was fine. They had found the person in the woods, 
and she wasn't a threat. They would be hunting in pairs. They were 
together, safe. Everything was fine. So why did she feel an ache in 
the pit of her stomach, a stinging behind her eyes? 

She rolled over, trying in vain to get comfortable. It wasn't so much 
the hard ground. She'd slept on worse. And she had plenty of furs to 
keep her warm. But she felt... empty. Alone. 

Toothless . 

She realized then how much she missed him. She missed her large, 
scaly Night Eury that took up almost the whole bed, but still kept 
her warm through the night. She missed flying with him, them working 
together to perform crazy stunts and the feel of the wind on her 
face. She missed confiding in him, telling him everything, even 
though she knew he didn't understand most of what she was saying. He 
understood her feelings, at least, and that's what was important. She 
wanted to tell him about how mad she had gotten at Ari that morning, 
and then Snotlout. She wanted to tell him about Anna, how confused 
and yet relieved she was at her presence. But, even more so, and even 
stranger, she wanted him to lick her cheek, his way of telling her he 
loved her and that everything would be okay. 



She sighed, clutching her pillow and closing her eyes, knowing it 
would be a long while before she fell asleep. 

She missed Toothless. 

_** ^ sexy line **_ 

The Night Fury huffed and shifted once more. 

He hadn't done much in the past two days. He hadn't had the motive, 
the want, or the energy, really. His human's father and shook his 
head at him, calling him the 'Most Lazy Thing on Berk', whatever that 
meant. He kept repeating it every so often. 

The large human understood, though. Toothless could tell that he was 
sad, too. How could they be happy when Hiccup was gone? 

Toothless missed his human. He missed her funny red fur that always 
tickled his nose. He missed their long flights. He hadn't even been 
on one since she left, though the large human had offered to take him 
more than once. He also missed when she showed him her feelings. She 
talked a lot, and though he didn't know what she was saying, he 
understood . 

He wondered what she was feeling now. He hoped it was good things. He 
didn't want her to be sad or hurt. He was worried about that, as was 
the large human. Those young humans were all by themselves, and they, 
the dragons, were out of reach. They couldn't protect them. 

He knew his human wasn't weak. She could defend herself. And her mate 
was there. He was very strong. He wouldn't let his human get hurt. 

But still, it worried him. He just wanted her to come home. Two more 
suns seemed like forever. 

He huffed again and shifted on the mattress once more, covering his 
head in her favorite fur. 


He missed Hiccup. 

_** ^ sexy line **_ 

_**Well, there ya ' have it. Let me know what you think? 
: ) **_ 


_**Btw, ten bucks says almost every single one of you went to google 
translate for this chapter. Spanish, baby. Gotta love it. :) Just 
felt like throwin' you guys off a little bit...**_ 

_**I'm not sure why I complained about the six characters earlier. As 
I may have hinted, there are going to be several new characters . This 
is child's play. Just wait until we get on the *spoiler!* Pirate 
Ship. This is going to be interest ing ...* *_ 

_**Here's a quote from the upcoming story, 'Through the Eyes of 
Children: The Warriors'! This one is from... Camicazi! Because she 
really says the most amazing things... **_ 

_**"Yeah! Bone him like a fish, Hiccup!"**_ 

_**Oh yes. Camicazi is probably the most amazing character I've ever 



depicted. **_ 

_**Until next week!**_ 

_* *~StoriesOf Aninsomniac* * 


8 . Chapter 8 
_**Herrow. **_ 

_**Because I missed last week, I'm going to post another chapter 
tomorrow. Sorry about that...**_ 

_**I'm actually doing writing for work now. Like, getting paid for 
it. It's kind of hard to balance doing actual work and then just 
writing for fun, but I'm setting aside some time every night now to 
get these chapters ready for you. :)**_ 

_**Anyway, here's chapter 8. Chapter 9 will be up tomorrow. Hope you 
like it ! * *_ 

_* *En joy ! * *_ 


_** a sexy line **_ 

Having Anna around was nothing short of perplexing. No one seemed to 
know quite what to do, but they went about their business in as 
normal a fashion as possible. 

The Spanish girl didn't say much after that night except to answer 
when asked a question, and even then she only replied with 'Si' or 
'No". Ari, Hiccup and, oddly enough, Tuffnut had thought of asking 
her more, but Hiccup's Spanish was limited and she doubted she would 
be able to ask her much, let alone understand what she would tell 
them . 

Tuff took the pair to her camp the next morning. Ari confirmed that 
she was alone, the only prints on the site being her's and Tuff's. 
There wasn't much there either, just a tent, blankets, and a few 
items of food, so they packed up her things and brought them back to 
their camp. 

"She can't have been here long," Ari noted on the way back. 

"What makes you say that?" Hiccup asked, carefully stepping over a 
pothole in the ground. 

"The food," he told them. "It's all pre prepared. Nothing hunted. 
When did you say it was that the last Spanish trade ship came 
through? " 

"A little over a month ago. That's when my father bought the 
chocolate . " 

"Two things, " Tuff butt in, adjusting the folded up tent on his 
shoulder. "One, what is chocolate? And two, how else would she have 
gotten here but by trade ship?" 


Ari shook his head, ignoring his first question. "I don't know, but 



it can't have been long ago. This food would have spoiled in the time 
the last one came through to now." 

Hiccup sighed. "So then we have two options, both of which are highly 
unlikely. Either she is a runaway, leaving her ship when it was at 
sea and somehow got here on a lifeboat, or-" she yelped, falling on 
the ground on her hands and knees. She grit her teeth and squeezed 
her eyes shut, willing the spots in her vision to go away. That had 
hurt much more than she was going to let on. In truth, her leg had 
been bothering her more and more. The fragile skin and muscles on 
what was left of her leg wasn't used to the weight of her new 
prosthetic. And now, she had just twisted her whole leg. But she 
didn't want the others, especially Ari, to know that. So, she took a 
deep breath in before she started picking up the contents of Anna's 
bag that she had spilled in the fall. 

Ari knelt down to help her, picking up most of the items and then 
holding the bag out to her when he was finished. "Here. You alright?" 
When she didn't take it, he frowned. "Hiccup?" 

She didn't respond right away. Her eyes were fixed on the parchment 
she'd just unrolled that came from Anna's bag, her fingers gripping 
the edges tightly. "Or she's a spy." 

"What?" he asked. Both the boys were by her side now, looking over 
her shoulder. 

Tuff broke the ice. "Uhm, why would she have a map of Berk?" 

"That's what I'd like to know," Hiccup said, handing the map to Ari 
so he could look at it more closely. "I can't imagine where she could 
have gotten it from." 

"Not in a trade?" Ari asked. 

She shook her head. "I doubt it, unless they were a regular customer, 
in which we would just give them one so they'd know where the port 
was, but at that point they wouldn't need one." She sighed. "I have 
no idea at this point. Let's just keep an eye on her. My father can 
ask her more when we get back." 

Ari rolled up the map and put it on his belt, then held a hand out to 
help her up. She grabbed it and they got her standing, but she 
grimaced as they did so. 

Ari gave her a hard look, noticing, but she ignored it, giving him an 
innocent smile. "Lets get back to camp," she told them. "We're losing 
hunting time." 

Both the boys watched her walk away for a moment. Tuff heaved the 
tent back over his shoulder. "She's a terrible liar," he noted, also 
having noticed Hiccup's failed attempt at subtlety. 

Ari sighed and shook his head as they both started following her. 
"Yeah," he agreed. "I know." 

They only walked for another moment, and then they were running. 
Hiccup had fallen again, but this time she cried out, and she wasn't 
getting back up. 



The boys were at her side immediately, helping her back into a 
sitting position. She winced as they did so, gritting her teeth. 

Ari ' s hands went for her leg, but Tuffnut's were already there. 

Right. With both his mother and sister being Healers, he could 
probably help more that Ari could. 

"Damn, Hiccup, " the twin exclaimed as he exposed her skin. What was 
left of her leg was severely bruised, and the straps had been pulling 
on the skin so much that she had even started to bleed. He was 
already starting to unbuckle the prosthetic. "Why didn't you say 
anything? " 

"I'm fine..." she said through her teeth, even though they all knew 
she wasn't. Her eyelids fluttered slightly as she tried to bear the 
pain. Once Tuff pulled off the prosthetic, however, she couldn't help 
it. She cried out. She hadn't even realized she was holding Ari ' s 
hand until she was squeezing so hard she thought she might break it. 
Spots clouded her vision, and Ari tried to keep her conscious. 

"Stay with me, come on," he said. "Don't fall asleep." 

Eventually, her breathing returned to normal and she could see more 
clearly. She opened her eyes to find Tuff securing a makeshift 
bandage around her leg. 

"We should get her back, " he said. "Ruff probably has something that 
will help . " 

Ari nodded in agreement. He stood, already picking up all of Anna's 
things by himself. 

"Uhm, what are you doing?" Tuff asked what both he and Hiccup were 
thinking . 

Ari met the other boy's eyes for a moment. "You carry Hiccup. I've 
got the rest." 

_Excuse me? _Hiccup thought just as Tuff said, "What? You want _me 
_to carry Hiccup?" _What in Odin's name . . . ?_ "Seriously?" 

"Yes," Ari answered, picking up the last of it. He looked like a 
pack-mule. His face suddenly became hard. "But _only _because I doubt 
that you could carry all of this stuff on your own, and I want to get 
Hiccup back as soon as possible. The cold isn't good for her 
wound . " 

Oh. Hiccup rolled her eyes. That was Ari. Always logical. Tuff took 
this differently, completely offended by Ari ' s words. But after 
another hard glare, he eventually gave in, grumbling as he bent down 
to pick the small girl up. "Here," he said before he put his arms 
around her, tossing her her prosthetic. "Hold your 
leg. " 

_** ^ sexy line **_ 

True to Tuffnut's guess, his sister had the right tools to help 
Hiccup . 

Even though he set her down gently. Hiccup winced as Tuff set her 
down when they got back to camp. Ruff immediately started working on 



her, but Hiccup's attention was elsewhere. 


Anna's eyes had been on her since they stepped into the vicinity of 
the camp. She looked surprised at first, then curious, then 
completely horrified. Hiccup realized how it must have looked. Her 
being carried in with only one leg, the other being held against her 
chest, how the others weren't reacting much to it. Not as they should 
if someone had just lost their leg, that is. Hiccup's prosthetic 
really did look real. Anna was completely clueless to the fact that 
Hiccup's leg had been like that for over six months. 

Hiccup could tell that things were slowly starting to click in Anna's 
head as Ruff was finishing up. For one, there wasn't that much blood. 
Two, they would immediately be packing up and leaving if anyone was 
hurt that badly. And three, when Ruff was done, she latched Hiccup's 
prosthetic back into place. 

Ari wouldn't even hear her insisting that she was ready to hunt. The 
others would hunt, in pairs, and she would remain there. She wasn't 
hunting. She was resting for the day. Hiccup huffed in irritation, 
but there was really no point in arguing with him. She really wasn't 
up for walking at the moment. In the end, she stayed behind. 

She sighed as she leaned against the tree Anna was tied to. It was 
the closest one to the fire and, oddly enough. Hiccup thought she 
might like the company. 

Anna was still looking at her prosthetic. It looked like she was 
trying to figure out if it had been a joke, like it was a trick or 
something. Hiccup turned it a little so she could see it 
better . 

"Pretty stupid, right?" she asked her, even though she knew she 
wouldn't understand. "Well, I think it is, anyway." Anna eyed her, 
but didn't say anything. So Hiccup continued. 

She shrugged. "I lost it a little over half a year ago. My dragon. 
Toothless, bit it." Twit the Terror chose this moment to hop up on 
Hiccup's lap. Anna furled her eyes at the tiny thing. "Not this one, 
obviously. My dragon is a lot bigger." She sighed. "He didn't bite it 
off or anything. Just damaged it. But I was bleeding a lot, and I got 
infection, so they had to cut it off." 

She didn't know why she was opening up to this girl. It's not like 
she can understand her. But it felt good somehow, to talk about it, 
with someone who didn't know about the situation and couldn't give an 
opinion about it. Despite herself, she cracked a smile. "My friends 
saved me," she went on. "Ruff, the one that wrapped your arm. And 
Ari, the taller blonde one that's always telling people what to do. 
He's the one who cut it off. I think it was harder on him than it was 
for me. At first, anyway. He felt guilty. But, now... Now I just feel 
weak." She sighed again, busying herself with scratching behind 
Twit's ears. "I'm afraid everyone else thinks so, too. They say they 
don't but... I don't know. I feel like they do." She looked at her. 

"I know you do. I saw it in your eyes when Tuff first brought you 
back to camp." She laughed bitterly. "What you must think of me know 
that you know I only have one leg." 

Hiccup didn't know it, but Anna's opinion of her was much higher than 
she would ever realize. 



At first, the group had disagreed to the hunting pairings. Mostly 
this was just the pairing of Ari and Hiccup, as the others were 
convinced that they would get nothing done, and Snotlout didn't want 
the pair to be alone. 

However, after a 'trial run', Ari and Hiccup hunting together proved 
to be more successful than any of the others combined. Before noon 
had set in. Hiccup had finally gotten her Buck, and Ari had shot down 
two does. 

"Impressive shooting," Snotlout complimented her as he examined her 
kill. "Right through the heart." Anna, too, looked impressed as she 
strained to get a better look at Hiccup's work from where she was 
bound . 

"_Bien hecho,_" she said. 

"_Gracias_, " Hiccup told them both, leaning against a tree to catch 
her breath. Even with Ari ' s strenght to help, carrying the large 
animal back had been nothing short of taxing. They had to keep going, 
though. Make up for the day before. This was their last day. They 
were already starting to pack up. They would be leaving in a few 
hours. She pushed off the tree she leaned against, having not trusted 
herself to sit down, doubting that her leg would allow her to get 
back up. 

She looked at Ari. "Lets go," she told him. "We can probably get 
something before we have to leave." 

"Hiccup, " he called, quickly grabbing her arm before she walked away. 
"Hunting can wait. You should rest." 

She huffed in irritation and pulled away from his loose grip. "I'm 
fine," she insisted. "You can stay if you want, I'm going either 
way . " 

"No," he said, grabbing her again. "We're staying together." 

Once again, she pulled away and glared at him. "Then _hurry up,_" she 
practically hissed. 

"Uh oh, " she heard Tuffnut say as she stomped away, once again, from 
Ari. "Mommy and Daddy are fighting again." 

_** a sexy line **_ 

Tuffnut sat down next to Anna with some soup in hand, shaking his 
head as Ari went after Hiccup. "Gods," he said. "She's the most 
stubborn Viking to walk the Earth." He turned back to Anna. "Don't 
worry, though. Ari will knock some sense into her. That's his 
job." 

Anna stared at him blankly, so he just shrugged. Right. She didn't 
understand him. He looked down at the soup, then frowned. "Hey, 

Ruff!" he called to his sister. "How do you say 'food' in 
Spanish? " 



"How should I know?" she called back from the tent she was packing 
up. "Just show it to her. God, she not stupid!" 

He glared at her, then turned his attention back to Anna, grumbling 
about trying to be nice. He sighed and held the bowl up to her lips, 
motioning for her to drink. She did, tentatively taking a sip of the 
broth . 

"She's not weak, you know," Tuffnut told her as she drank. She eyed 
him curiously. "Hiccup, I mean. I mean, she thinks she is, but she's 
actually, like, the strongest out of all of us." Why was he talking 
to this girl? He didn't know. For some reason, it just felt 
good . 

"She was saving our lives, you know, when she lost her leg. She 
pretty much just gave it up for us, even though we totally didn't 
deserve it. Now she thinks she's weak, even though she has, like, the 
coolest battle scar ever." He shrugged. "She just needs to rest 
sometimes. She helped us once, now it's our turn to help her." 

She finished off the soup. His fingers found her bandage, brushing 
against it. "We all need help sometimes." 

Her eyes watched his fingers as they touched her, then went up to 
meet his. But he had already looked away, his eyes now on the bowl as 
he set it aside. She opened and closed her mouth, as if she was 
debating on saying something. But she didn't. 

_** a sexy line **_ 

Her heart sunk when she heard Tuff say that. She hadn't meant to be 
mean to Ari . It's not him that she was mad at. Her sour mood had been 
progressively growing since the beginning of the trip. And she was 
tired. Tired and hurt, sore. She had been fighting back the tears 
from the pain in her leg since earlier that morning. No, she wasn't 
mad at Ari . 

Even so, it was a while before they spoke. She could hear him, 
walking just two steps behind her. She knew they were going pretty 
slow, too, because she was going slow, which just made her more 
irritated . 

Finally, he let out a frustrated sigh. "Hiccup, let's just stop for a 
second. You're not going to be able to hit anything if you're tired 
and stomping around. Your reflexes as shot." 

That was it. She snapped. Quicker that either had thought possible, 
she had spun around and drawn her sword, pushing him up against a 
tree and the blade to his throat. He raised his eyebrows, looking at 
her in surprise. 

"See?" she said, as if this had just proved a point. "I'm fine. If I 
can pin you to a tree faster than you can react, then I can sure as 
Hel shoot a deer." 

"Not quite," he said softly. That's when Hiccup felt it. She looked 
down, at the dagger Ari had pointed to her stomach. "Whenever you are 
fighting anyone," he told her, "and you've almost lost, that is the 
moment. Right when they think they have won, that is when they are 
most vulnerable." 



She only thought about this for a moment before she dismissed it and 
pushed off him in frustration. "A deer isn't going to come at me with 
a dagger, " she shot back, putting her sword back and continuing her 
trek. "I'm so not in the mood for your lessons right now." 

"Hiccup, wait." He quickly stepped in front of her, stopping her in 
her tracks. She didn't even have time to angrily ask him 'what' 
before he had cupped her face and was kissing her. She tried to be 
angry about this, she tried really hard. She even thought of pushing 
him away. But she couldn't. She couldn't resist him. No matter how 
tired or sore or irritated she was, the best she could do was be 
somewhat stiff against him. 

"I don't like fighting," he told her when he pulled away, resting his 
head against hers. "And we've been doing it a lot lately. With this 
trip and all the weird things happening... I think it's getting to 
us. Can we just... stop for a second?" He kissed her again, softer 
this time. "Please?" 

She was already relaxing against him. She shook her head softly. "I'm 
not mad at you," she whispered against his lips. 

"I know," he replied just as soft, then closed the gap. 

She didn't like what this trip was doing to their relationship. As 
wonderful as kissing him was, she hated this back and forth thing 
they had going on. One minute, they'd be arguing or yelling at each 
other, and the next they'd be making-out in the frozen wood while 
they should have been hunting. If anything it just made her more 
irritated. It was all very confusing. 

Still, she couldn't complain when he deepened the kiss, his hands 
slowly traveling further and further down until he reached her thighs 
and he lifted her up. She winced slightly, but hid it as a sharp 
breath as she wrapped her legs tightly around his waist. It was even 
worse when her leg was suspended, the weight of it making the straps 
pull at her skin and muscles. But she didn't say anything, and Ari 
didn't seem to notice, being much too distracted at that moment in 
time . 

He supported her against a tree, his hands roaming, and at one point 
slipping underneath her layers and touching her skin. His hands were 
like ice, but it only made her grip tighter on his hair. 

She didn't want to stop. Not for a while, anyway. For some reason, 
kissing Ari, being that close to him, started to bring everything 
back into focus. Things were starting to make sense again, to come 
back in prospective. In fact, she was about ready (when they were 
done, of course) to ask him to carry her back to camp so that Ruffnut 
could look at her leg. But then she heard bushes rustle not far 
behind them. 

She gasped as she pulled away, completely breathless. "Stop." 

He pulled back, brows furled in confusion. "What?" 

She was already pushing, scrambling off of him. "_Stop,_" she whisper 
shouted, finally getting on the ground and readying her bow and 
arrow . 



He was still standing there, lost. "What's the-" 


She clasped a hand over his mouth, effectively stopping him. She 
brought her armed hand to her face and put a finger to her lips. He 
blinked. She pointed behind them, where their target was currently 
grazing. He nodded, understanding, and then they were crouched low on 
the ground, stalking their prey. It didn't take long for them to 
sneak up on it, and Ari supported her when she leaned out into sight 
and shot at the beast . 

The arrow hit home. 

"Yes!" Hiccup exclaimed as the beast fell. She jumped up and grabbed 
Ari in excitement, laughing. "Yes!" He was laughing too, and he 
picked her up and spun her around. And for a moment, everything 
seemed right again. They were hunting, going through their right of 
passage, they were together, and they weren't fighting. Yes, Anna was 
there, but she wasn't a threat to them. Everything would be fine. And 
for a moment, everything was. 

And then that moment ended. 

They both separated and spun around as strange clapping entered their 
ears . 

"Well done, " said the man that stood before them. It took Hiccup all 
of two seconds to take him in. He was older, tall and lean. The only 
hair on his head was a weird, tiny little beard and a long, curly 
mustache. He only had one hand, the other replaced by a hook, and a 
patch covered one of his eyes. He wore all black, thin clothing with 
a cloak on top. Unconsciously , Hiccup shivered. Everything about him, 
everything, chilled her right to the bone, and he had only said two 
words to them. 

He was beating his hook into his hand, the weird clapping. "Well 
done, " he repeated. He took a few steps forward. It was then that 
Hiccup realized he wasn't alone. Two burly looking men were behind 
him, following suit. 

"Now, " the cloaked man said, drawing his sword, "where is my Spanish 
Girl?" 

_** ^ sexy line **_ 

_* *And ... Enter Alvin! Haha ! Gosh, I love him. He's the best evil 
Pirate ever. **_ 

_**Hope you guys liked it! Let me know if you did or not, what you 
would have liked to see different, etc. I accept any and all reviews. 
:) Except for nasty ones that just say things like 'you suck'. Those 
are just rude. **_ 

_**Also, someone said they didn't like the Spanish part in the last 
chapter. I also owe a bunch of people ten bucks but... we'll talk 
about that later. Anyway, if you didn't like it, have no fear. That 
was pretty much the bulk of the Spanish in the story right there. 
There was a reason for it, which will be shown later, partly in the 
next chapter, but there won't be much of it from here on 
out . ** 



_**And now a quote from the upcoming story 'Through the Eyes of 
Children: The Warriors'. This one is from... Big-Boobied 
Bertha ! * *_ 

_**"Please. You're no Chieftain. You're just a child. How long have 
you been married and you haven't even bared a child? What makes you 

think you're anywhere near the same rank of authority as me?" 

* * 

_**Some of you don't know who this is. Well... you'll find out. 

: ) **_ 

_**Until tomorrow! **_ 

_* *~StoriesOf Aninsomniac* *_ 


9. Chapter 9 

_**As promised, for missing last week, here it the next chapter. 
* * 


_**This is the part where it starts to get pretty gruesome, and by 
the end of this chapter... I have no doubt that some of you will hate 
me. Sorry... but not really... It's for the good of the story, I 
promise. :S**_ 

_**Anyway, with that depressing note said, here it is. Hope you like 
it . **_ 

_**En joy ! **_ 


_** a sexy line **_ 

In the next second. Hiccup and Ari had their swords drawn. 

"Who are you?" Ari demanded, sounding more vicious than Hiccup could 
ever remember. 

The cloaked man didn't even flinch. "Oh, pardon me," he excused 
himself. "I don't believe I've introduced myself." He held out his 
hook, as if offering it to shake. "My name is Alvin, the Poor But 
Honest Earmer." 

Hiccup was frozen, her knuckles white on her sword. Never before had 
she faced a man as a real threat before, needed to be prepared to 
fight someone for real. It had only ever been dragons, and that was 
only briefly. But now... this was a man, two others behind him, and 
never had she been more terrified of someone in her life. She stayed 
strong, holding her ground and her sword, but she couldn't find her 
voice . 

Ari found it for her. "Right," he said, venom dripping off his words. 
"And I suppose your henchmen behind you care for the sheep." 

Alvin sighed, looking mockingly defeated. "You're right," he said, 
"it's not a very good lie, is it?" He shrugged. "Oh well, if you must 
know, I am Alvin the Treacherous." 



She could almost feel Ari tense up. Alvin the Treacherous. An Outcast 
and a Pirate. The most feared in the Northern Ocean. They had only 
heard stories. Terrible, terrible stories. He had never been to Berk. 
The pair could only wonder what he was doing there, and shake in 
their boots knowing that it couldn't be good. When Alvin wanted 
something, he always got it, no matter who he had to kill. 

Ari spoke again, sounding much stronger than Hiccup felt. "What do 
you want?" 

"I told you," Alvin answered easily. "My Spanish girl." Suddenly, he 
smiled, gesturing to the sword in Ari ' s hand, Anna's sword. "Ah, so 
you do know her. I hope you haven't killed her. I was hoping to do 
that myself one day." 

Why did he want Anna? Was she a slave? Hiccup didn't remember seeing 
a mark on her. Had she run away from him? Was that how she got to 
Berk? If she really was a slave, legally they would have to hand her 
over. But, if she wasn't. Hiccup knew a silent agreement had been 
made between her and Ari that they would protect her. 

"So you would challenge the Vikings of this Island for one girl?" Ari 
asked, implying the strength of the warriors of the island. 

"Oh!" Alvin exclaimed. "And the heir to the Haddock name. Did I 
mention that, too?" 

If it were possible, the pair tensed up even more. The heir to the 
Haddock name. Hiccup. He was there for Hiccup. But... why? What could 
he possibly want with her? 

"Besides, " he went on, a sickening grin spreading out on his face, 
"I'm not challenging the whole island. The last time I checked, you 
six are the only ones out here, aren't you?" 

What were they going to do? Fight? Kill him, if they could? More of 
his crew was sure to be on land, and the rest couldn't be far off 
shore. They had to warn the others. They had to get out of there. 

_Now ._ 

Ari was the first to move. Quicker than she could blink, he had 
lunged forward and buried his sword in the chest of one of the men 
and then charged the other. Alvin lunged at Hiccup. Their swords 
collided as she blocked his swing. 

Alvin was smiling again, making her shiver. He brought his face in 
close, between their swords. "Tell me," he said, "you wouldn't happen 
to know where the two people I'm looking for are, would you?" 

_Two people...? _She hardly had time to think about it before the 
hilt of Ari ' s sword collided with the back of Alvin's head. 

"Welcome to Berk, " he growled as Alvin dropped to the ground, 
unconscious . 

Hiccup was shaking. She observed the scene in front of her. Two men, 
motionless, blood surrounding them, dead. Ari had killed them. Just 
like that. Without even a thought. She looked at him, not knowing 
whether to hug him or cower in fear. But then his eyes found hers, 
and he looked back at her with such softness and concern. Before she 



knew it, she was surrounded by his arms, and she was gripping him 
tighter than she thought she ever had. 

They didn't stay like that long. "Come on," he said, pulling away. 

"We have to get back, tell the others. We need to leave. If we go 
now, go through the forest instead of sail, we could probably stay 
ahead of them. It will take a couple of days, but hopefully search 
parties will have been sent for us by then." 

Hiccup shook her head, making fists with her hands to will her 
trembling to stop. "He doesn't know," she told him. "Who the heir is. 
He doesn't know." 

Ari looked back down at the unconscious man, nodding. "Let's keep it 
that way," he said, kneeling down to bind his hands. 

"Ari..." she said softly, worried that any sound could wake Alvin. 

She asked him what they were both thinking, though neither had the 
answers. "How did they know? That we were alone, that one of us is 
the heir? What do they want?" 

He shook his head in answer before throwing Alvin over his shoulder 
and standing all in one motion. 

"We're taking him with us?" 

"Yes," he told her. "It would be pointless to leave him here. He'd 
just follow our tracks when he woke up." 

"You're not going to..." she swallowed. "To..." 

"Kill him?" He shook his head. "Not my place. Besides, we can use him 
if his crew catches up with us. Now come on. Anna has some explaining 
to do . " 

_** ^ sexy line **_ 

Shocked wasn't a fair enough word to describe Anna's face as Ari 

dropped Alvin's limp body in front of her. She looked confused, too. 
And frightened. 

"Okay, seriously?" came Snotlout. "You guys have really need to stop 
bringing people back to camp." 

Ari ignored him. "Do you know him?" he asked Anna urgently, unable to 
hide the anger in his voice. He took out her bloody sword and threw 
it roughly on the ground beside her. "Him and two of his crew just 
attacked us, and they were asking for you." He knelt down and grabbed 

her left arm, pushing her sleeve up. No mark. "You're not a slave. So 

what are you? A spy?" 

Hiccup thought of trying to calm him or explain to Anna in Spanish, 
but she was still shook up, and her brain wasn't working fast enough 
to translate. 

"Who is that?" Ruff asked, kneeling in front of him. 

"Alvin, " Anna answered for them. 


Their eyes all flashed to her. "Alvin the Treacherous?" Tuff asked. A 



wide smile broke out on his face. "_No way._" 

"Yes way," Ari growled. "And we need to leave _now._ The rest of the 
crew are probably already on their way." 

"The rest of his crew are already here." 

All six of them readied their weapons at the men that had just 
entered the camp. There were only four of them, so the group thought 
they could take them. 

"Uh, guys?" came Fishlegs. "They're not alone." 

Hiccup turned around, taking in all the Pirates as they started 
coming in from what seemed like every direction. There were dozens of 
them. There was no way the six of them could take them all. Hiccup 
stepped back, fear entering her heart, only to come in contact with a 
hard surface. At first she thought it was a tree. She yelp when she 
realized it wasn't, strong, massive arms grabbing her, a hand bigger 
than her face covering her mouth. She looked up at him, frightened 
even more by his face. Dark features, black eyes, a scar running 
through one of them. At first glance, he was terrifying. 

"Hiccup!" Ari called, starting toward her and her captor. He had a 
look in his eye, one that frightened Hiccup, just as he had earlier. 
He looked ready to kill. But he didn't make it far. Alvin's eyes shot 
open. His leg shot out, knocking Ari off his feet and on his 
back . 

Ari quickly moved to get up, but stopped as Alvin placed his boot on 
the boy's chest. Alvin was tossed a sword. He 'tisked' down at Ari in 
disapproval. "Now, now. I won't have you killing any more of my men." 
He used his sword to unbind his wrists, then pressed it to Ari ' s 
throat. Ari looked up at him with pure hatred, that same murderous 
look in his eye. "You've killed two already, haven't you? Well," he 
sighed, "as I always say, 'blood for blood'. With the exception of 
myself, of course." 

Hiccup, realizing what he was going to do, shrieked into her captor's 
palm before she could stop herself. Alvin turned to her in surprise. 
Then, a sick smile grew on his face. 

"Oh, my dear, " he said, as if he were talking to a small child. "You 
should not have done that. Now i'll have to kill you first while I 
make him watch." He motioned for her captor to bring her 
forward . 

"Stop. " 

All heads turned this time, and all eyes landed on Anna, still 
sitting there, tied to the tree. "Stop," she repeated, looking 
straight at Alvin. The teen's minds reeled, first surprised that Anna 
knew a single Norse word, and second that she had made Alvin pause 
what he was doing. 

"Anna!" Alvin smiled. "I was wondering where you were. Someone untie 
her." Someone did. "They weren't mean to you, where they?" She 
ignored his question, standing up and brushing herself off. "Now, why 
have stopped me? I was just about to have some fun." 



Her face had changed from how it had been the past two days. While 
before she had been animated, generally scowling or looking confused 
freely, now it was as if she had no emotion at all. She avoided all 
the teen's hard stares as she met Alvin's eyes. 

"He's the one you want," she said, speaking perfect Norse. She 
gestured down to Ari . "You kill him, you won't get what you want. You 
kill her," she gestured to Hiccup, "and I doubt he'll give it to 
you . " 

"Ah," Alvin smiled down at Ari. "So you are the boy Haddock. I should 
have guessed." He pointed his sword to Ari ' s jaw, turning his head to 
examine his features. He nodded in approval. "Handsome, strong, 
ruthless. What do they call you?" 

Ari? They thought Ari was a Haddock? Heir to the tribe? Hiccup looked 
at Anna, trying to figure out if she really believed it of if she was 
making it up to protect her. Knowing now that Anna spoke Norse and 
that she was freely involved with Alvin, Hiccup didn't know what to 
believe . 

But she knew Ari, and she knew that he wouldn't deny it. He would 
take the name they thought he was, bear the weight of whatever was 
meant for Hiccup, and the others wouldn't dare stand in his way or 
expose her. And what could Hiccup do? It was her word against his, 
and Ari was a much more convincing candidate. 

It was several moments until Ari answered Alvin's question. When he 
did, he spat his words out like a snake. "Ari Haddock, the 
Stouthearted. " 

Alvin looked mockingly taken aback. "Oh my. It's too perfect." He 
chuckled. "Yes, I do believe we are going to get along quite 
well . " 

Tuffnut was looking at Anna once the exchange finished. "So you do 
speak Norse, " he said, accusation and betrayal clear in his 
voice . 

"And she's a traitor," Snotlout added. 

Anna met Tuff's hard gaze. Her eyes flickered for just a moment, 
emotion making a split second appearance. But she quickly tore her 
attention away from him and back to Alvin. 

"Oh," Alvin addressed Tuffnut. "She didn't tell you? She speaks it 
fluently." He turned to Snotlout. "And try not to take it too 
personally. She was just doing her job. If it'll will make you feel 
better, I could just kill you. You'll forget all of this like that." 
He snapped his fingers. 

"Restrain yourself. Captain," Anna spoke again. "It would be unwise 
to kill any of them. They're very attached to one another." 

"Anna," Alvin chided playfully. He stepped off Ari, whom someone then 
immediately bound at the wrists, and moved in front of the Spanish 
girl. He got down to her level and brushed a brown lock out of her 
face. "Am I detecting a change of heart?" 


Her eyes shot up to him, the scowl back and showing no remorse. 



"_No,_" she said firmly. "They're _Vikings_. " She shook her head. "I 
just think it will help us down the road. Besides, you'll need as 
many as you can get in the end. They are all skilled 
fighters . " 

After a moment, Alvin sighed. "Very well." He made a circular motion 
with his fingers, which then put all the pirates into action. All the 
teens were forced from their weapons and bound. The rest of the 
pirates were making a mess of the camp, tossing things about, setting 
them on fire. 

"You're kidnapping us?" Ari asked as they were being led away. 
"They'll come after you, you know. The whole Island. My father will 
send them all. He'll come for me." 

"Oh, my dear boy, " Alvin smiled at him. "How will daddy save you if 
he thinks you're dead?" 

Hiccup's blood ran cold as she saw what was being hauled into their 
camp. Five of the crew carrying limp bodies. _Dead _bodies. They 
threw them all down in a line in the middle of the camp. 

"A few slaves of mine that didn't make it," Alvin explained. "Turns 
out, if you stop giving them water, eventually they just die." He 
shrugged. Hiccup shivered. 

"Captain." A boy, younger looking and shorter than the rest, 
approached him. "We are short one." 

Alvin rolled his eyes. "Must I do everything myself?" With that, he 
quickly grabbed the boy and slit his throat. Hiccup shrieked into the 
large palm again as the boy fell heavily to the ground. 

"You monster, " Ruffnut sneered at him, earning her a slap in the face 
and a gag. 

Alvin seemed hardly bothered. "Someone take care of this, " he said, 
stepping over the body. "And light them up. I don't want to see 
anything left but bones." 

The bodies were lit just as the teen's captors were leading them out 
of sight. That's when Ari lost it. 

Quicker than anyone could blink, Ari headbutted the guy holding him. 
He fell to the ground, and Ari jumped, swinging his his bound arms 
from behind him to his front under his legs. But instead of attacking 
as men charged him, he stood still. Instead, he grabbed the whistle 
that hung around his neck and blew as hard as he could, making 
everyone's ears ring. Then he shouted, louder than Hiccup had ever 
heard him or thought possible. 

"FREYJA! " 

It echoed through the frozen forest. Everyone stood still until the 
last echo sounded. They all eyed him curiously, the only ones aware 
of what he was trying to do being Hiccup, the twins, Snotlout, and 
Eishlegs. Einally, Alvin was the first to move. He brought the hilt 
of his sword down on Ari ' s head, and the boy crumpled to the 
ground . 



"As I said, 'blood for blood'." Alvin rubbed the back of his head. 
"Or, in this case, a headache for a headache." He turned to the men 
holding the teens. "Put them all out. I don't want anyone else 
shouting nonsense to the wind. It's slowing us down." 

The last thing Hiccup thought, the last thing she prayed before the 
hilt came down on her head, was that somehow, someway, Ari ' s call 
wasn't just to the wind. She prayed to Thor for Freyja to have heard 
him . 

_** a sexy line **_ 

Little did they know, Freyja did hear. 

She was flying a good distance away, but she was closer to them than 
she was to the Village. 

The sound was faint, but she perked up when she heard it. Her boy's 
whistle. He was calling her to him. But then she heard his voice, the 
echo bouncing off the landscape. He was shouting that noise he always 
called her. 

But this time was different. She knew he didn't want to fly. No. His 
voice was much harder. Urgent. He needed her. He was in trouble. So 
was his mate. They all were. Her boy, Ari. He was in trouble. 

She turned sharply, headed straight into the direction he had called, 
flying as fast as her wings would take her. 

Ari was in trouble. 

_** a sexy line **_ 

Hiccup was the first to regain consciousness , her eyes flashing open 
at the sound of a Nadder's shriek. 

The Pirates were in an uproar. Hiccup was dropped to the ground, her 
massive guard leaving her as he and others charged Freyja as she 
landed on the beach. There were more Pirates on the beach than had 
been at their camp. There were too many of them, too many for one 
Nadder to take on their own. Hiccup tried to get up, to somehow stop 
them, but she couldn't. Both her ankles and her wrists were 
tied . 


"Stop!" she shouted at them, trying to be heard over all the yelling 
and Freyja 's skwaks . "Stop! Don't hurt her!" 

The other teens were waking up as well. Ari started yelling, too, 
trying to shout commands at her, to tell her to fly away. But it was 
useless. Freyja couldn't hear him, couldn't listen, and she wouldn't. 
She would try to save them, even though there were too many of them 
for her to keep up with. 

"Stop!" Hiccup kept shouting. They were beating her, their swords and 
hammers striking her sides. Tears started streaming down her face. 
"Stop! Please! Stop!" 

She turned to Anna, desperate, to see her eyeing her curiously. 
"Please," she begged, "you have to stop them!" 



Anna just kept staring at her, her eyes clear in what she was asking. 
_Why would you care?_ Hiccup tore her eyes away in frustration. She 
found Ari, fighting again, dodging swords and punching men out with 
his bound fists, trying to get to Freyja. He didn't make it. 

Ropes were thrown over the dragon. The Pirates pulled, forcing her 
down to the ground while several others held her head. 

A man turned to Alvin. "Captain?" 

Alvin shrugged, stepping forward and drawing his sword. "You dumb 
brutes damaged this one too much. We'll get another later 


Hiccup knew, just before he did it, what was going to happen. They 
all did. And there was nothing, absolutely nothing, that they could 
do. Hiccup's shouts had stopped as she stared in horror. The only 
thing that could be heard as Alvin buried his sword into Freyja 's 
breast was one last shout from Ari, and then a finally squeak from 
the Nadder before she fell silent. 


Freyja was dead. 

_** a sexy line **_ 

_**Well, I warned you. Not that that made it any better... but still. 
* * 


_**I don't have much to say about this chapter, except that I want to 
know what you guys think. Do you like (hate) Alvin? Thoughts on Anna? 
Guesses? Death threats for killing off Freyja? Feel free to tell me 
any and all. :)**_ 

_**And now, a quote from the upcoming story, 'Through the Eyes of 
Children: The Warriors'. This one comes from... Martyr! **_ 

_**"! love you. Hiccup. I have all my life."**_ 

_**Oh dear. Hope he's not saying that with Ari nearby... 

-k k 


**Until next week!**_ 

* *~StoriesOf Aninsomniac* * 


10. Chapter 10 

_**Hello there. Happy Monday! **_ 

_**So, I'm just going to stop making promises on when I am going to 
post. Plan on over the weekend. Some weeks, I may even post twice. It 
all just depends on how far ahead I am on writing and how much I have 
to edit, but I can promise you that it will never be over two 
weeks . * *_ 

_**Alright! Chapter 10! A whole lot is about to go down in this 
chapter. You're about to be introduced to Alvin's crew, along with 
three new characters . Yup, three! Camicazi and Thuggery, both of whom 
are in the books, and Julian. Julian does not belong to me either. 



though. In fact, he belongs to Megadracosaurus , who helped me create 

him along with one other character that you will meet later. 

* * 

**_The second part of this chapter is pretty chaotic, just to warn 
you. There's a lot of talking, and Camicazi is... shall we say, 
hyperactive. She'll tone it down a little in the next chapter, but I 
really had to capture her character and personality in the 
introduction. Hope you guys like my portrayal of her. 

: )_** 

**_Anyway, enough talk. Most of you guys probably don't read this 
anyways. On with the story !_** 

**_En joy !_** 


_** a sexy line **_ 

They were thrown into a boat . 

Hiccup, Ari, and Tuffnut were in one boat, the other three in 
another. There were several of them along the shoreline. The Pirates 
were piling into them, pushing out into the water and away from land. 
Hiccup watched as they started floating away, the smoke from their 
supplies and the bodies in their camp rising over the trees, their 
boat burning on shore, and Freyja's still corpse on the beach. 

She was trying to force herself to calm down, to hold face, even 
though her heart was broken at what had just occurred. She couldn't 
let the Pirates, Alvin, see her was weak, couldn't let them ask 
questions on why they cared so much about Freyja. It might have been 
too late for that now, what with the things she was shouting at them 
when they were killing her. She prayed that Anna was the only one who 
had been listening. 

It was a battle just to fight back the tears. She looked at Ari to 
find him in a similar state. His jaw hard, his eyes locked forward, 
every muscle tight. His eyes were wet, the tears showing despite his 
best efforts. It shocked her, and only broke her heart even further. 
She had never seen Ari cry before, hadn't even thought it possible. 
Yet, here he was, the Perfect Viking, water threatening to spill from 
his eyes. 

Her heart ached for him. She couldn't even imagine, couldn't even 
bring herself to try, what he was feeling. He had just lost Freyja, 
his best friend, his dragon, the one he bonded with and flew with 
everyday. She was dead. She shuddered just at the thought of losing 
Toothless . 

She wanted to reach out to him, wrap him up in her arms, bury his 
head in her shoulder, let him cry freely away from other eyes. But 
she couldn't. They were prisoners of Alvin the Treacherous, bound at 
the wrists and squished into a rowboat with a dozen Pirates. Here, 
they had to be strong. But there was one thing she could do. 

Slowly, so as not to be noticed, she shifted next to Ari, turning 
slightly to the side. Then, as best she could, she reached her bound 
hands over and slipped them into his. 


Ari reacted immediately. He blinked, a single stray tear falling 



down, and his hands clasped so quickly and so tightly around hers 
that it hurt. She squeezed back as hard as she could, not even 
noticing the pain, not that she would care. 

They were on the boat for several minutes, the Pirates rowing away 
further and further from shore. Hiccup was so out of it, so 
overwhelmed, that she didn't even notice that they were nearing a 
ship until Tuffnut kicked her, making her look up. 

Her breath caught in her throat. She stared, wide eyed, as a shadow 
began to cast over them. This ship, this Pirate ship, was nothing 
like she anything she had ever seen before. 'Big' wasn't a fair 
enough word to describe it. It was huge. Gigantic. Easily ten times, 
if not more, the size of one of their Viking Vessels. So large, it 
had three masts, each with three sails on it. And just how far it was 
out of the watera€ 1 Hiccup didn't know how they were going to get in 
it . 

"Ari, " she whispered, trying to break through his haze. She squeezed 
his hand. "Ari, look." 

He blinked. His eyes came back into focus. He looked up. He blinked 
again, and suddenly he was back. His eyes narrowed. He scowled. Ari 
was back, and he was angry. 

They came up right alongside the ship, and a latter was thrown over 
the side. A few of the pirates went up first, then, instead of 
untying them and letting them climb like Hiccup thought they would, 
her original captor, the giant, instead threw her over his shoulder 
and climbed the latter. 

Hiccup fell roughly on her side on the deck. When she looked up, she 
found herself surrounded by sickening grins and sharp swords. She 
tried to stand, scrambling to her feet to back up away from them, but 
she was grabbed roughly by two men behind her and forced back onto 
her knees. Ari was soon forced down next to her. Tuff on her other 
side, and then the others further down all in a line. 

Looking about the deck. Hiccup could only see two women. One was 
Anna, standing off to the side, trying her best to avoid any sort of 
eye contact, so it seemed. The other one, a young girl with black 
hair and eyes, stood next to Anna leaning against the railing, 
looking bored and eating something Hiccup couldn't identify. 

The rest of the Pirates were men, whom were currently having a lot of 
fun with the six of them. Calling various inappropriate comments 
towards her and Ruffnut, they would provoke threats and violent 
responses from Ruff herself, Snotlout, Tuff, and, surprisingly, one 
from Fishlegs as well. Ari was still, silent. He didn't even flinch 
as they poked and prodded at him, trying to provoke him to 
fight . 

This continued for several minutes, the boys getting angrier and 
angrier. But just as Hiccup was sure that someone was going to snap, 
that blood was going to be spilled, all went silent as a pair of 
boots hit the deck. 

Alvin straightened the cuff on his sleeve, 'tsking' as he made his 
way over to the young Vikings. "Now, now," he told his crew, "please 
do not unnecessarily damage the new merchandise. After all, they will 



be defending our lives in a few days. We want them all to be in 
tip-top shape." 


Snotlout sneered at him. "What makes you think we'll ever fight for 
the likes of you?" This earned him a punch in the gut by one of his 
captors . 

Alvin answered him. "Do not deny anything before you have seen it, my 
boy. You will see. Soon, you will all be fighting for me willingly." 
He smiled, then stepped directly in front of the boy. He made his way 
down the line slowly, examining each of them carefully. He nodded in 
approval, humming in delight. 

"Ah, yes," he said. "The Northern Islanders grow the best warriors. 
Fresh, young, strong Vikings. Born to kill, bred to die." He shivered 
with pleasure . "Gives me goosebumps." His crew around him laughed. 

"And here I have the best of the best. The Vikings of Berk, fresh 
from their right of passage. Yes, you will all work 
perfectly . " 

Hiccup's mind was going crazy. There they were, far off shore, held 
captive on the Pirate ship of Alvin the Treacherous, and she didn't 
have the slightest idea as to why. All she knew was that Alvin wanted 
the heir to the Haddock name, but not the reason. He had kept them 
all alive so far, and though she hated to think it, this was thanks 
to Anna. But why keep the rest of them alive at all when all he 
wanted was the heir? What did he and Anna mean when they said they 
would help them in the end? And why did they hesitate right before 
they killed Freyja? It could all be summed up in one simple 
question . 

What did they want? 

Alvin stopped suddenly in front of Tuffnut. He frowned, stepping up 
to the boy and grabbing his chin, turning his face side to side. 
"Anna," he scolded, turning to the girl. He gestured to Tuff's 
bruised face and broken nose. "What did I tell you about playing with 
my toys? You always break them!" Anna shrugged, doing her best to 
avoid Tuff's eyes. Alvin sighed, turning back to him. "Well, all your 
limbs are still intact. You'll do." Then he got to Hiccup. 

He frowned again. "You, however, I do not understand at all. What are 
you, other than the interest of this young man?" He pointed at Ari . 
"Even that doesn't make sense to me." 

Hiccup didn't know how to answer. Ari had taken her name and 
position, and she was a terrible liar. What was she to say? But she 
didn't have to. Anna answered for her. 

"A Port hand, perhaps," she said, drawing the attention of Alvin. "Or 
the daughter of the Master Translator. Either way, she must spend a 
lot of time on the docks and around trade ships. She knows 
Spanish . " 

Hiccup wasn't sure which she was more surprised at, the fact that 
Anna was so quick to sell her out (which, based on recent events, 
shouldn't have been all that surprising), or the fact that she was so 
wrong. The closest thing Berk had to a Master Translator was Gobber, 
who helped her father oversee the trades that came in, but that was 
mostly just when it involved new metals and weapon designs. 



Spitelout, her uncle and Snotlout's father, knew several languages 
too. Between the three of them, they all knew all the languages they 
ever came across. Both her father and Gobber had been teaching her in 
the past half-year. And there was no way Hiccup could be a Port hand. 
She wouldn't be able to stand being on the docks all the time. 

All of this only added to her confusion and made her look at Anna 
again, wondering if the young Spanish woman actually believed what 
she was saying or if she was making it up. If she was, 
why? 

"Really?" Alvin turned back to her, eyebrows raised. He looked her 
over again. "Hm. You don't look worked enough to be a Port hand. But 
the daughter of a Master Translatora€ 1 I can see how that would be 
useful." He started circling around her slowly. "But only in a 
situation such as the one you ran into with Anna. Other than that, 
what do you have to offer this group aside from somewhat decent 
archery?" He rounded her completely, coming back to face her. "Your 
small, weak, emotionally unstable, and you have a limp. Were you born 
infirm? " 

Hiccup blinked at his having noticed. She waited for Anna to tell him 
about her prosthetic. But, once again, Anna surprised her. She kept 
silent . 

Alvin sighed and continued pacing, not even waiting for Hiccup to 
answer. "If you were on my ship, I would have killed you a long time 
ago. Oh wait. You are on my ship!" The crew laughed once more. Hiccup 
felt Ari tense up beside her. "But sadly, Anna has forbade me to kill 
you. It seems that I'll have to keep you alive for now." He pointed 
his hook at Ari ' s throat, forcing him to look up. "That is, if I'm 
going to get what I want from the boy Haddock." 

More soft laughter from the crew. Ari took a few even breaths before 
he spoke. "And what is it that you want from us?" he asked through 
bared teeth. 

A secretive smile grew on the man's face. "Oh, my boy," he said, 
leaning in close. "But that would ruin the surprise." He stepped back 
and addressed his crew. "Throw them in the Brig!" 

Once again, everyone on the ship started moving all at once. Sails 
were being dropped, ropes pulled. An anchor rose from the water. They 
were dragged to their feet, then pulled towards stairs descending 
into the ship. And the last thing Hiccup saw before she was pushed 
down the stairs was her home. Berk, as it started to fade off into 
the distance, without even the slightest hope of ever seeing it 
again . 

_** ^ sexy line **_ 


"Oof ! " 

They were brought down to a level of cells. Three lined each wall, 
with a large one in the back covered by a sheet. They were each put 
into one of the six cages. Hiccup was in the middle on one side, Ari 
and Fishlegs next to her on either side. Tuff was in the middle on 
the other end, his sister and Snotlout on either side of him. The 
thing was, not all of the cells were empty. 



Hiccup was pushed roughly into hers, where her back collided into 
someones chest. Arms came up and caught her. Lips were pressed to her 
ear as the mystery person breathed, "Hello, Hiccup." 

She tore away from him, stumbling back and turning around to face 
him. The tall, young man chuckled. "Long time no see, " he said. 

She squinted up at him, trying to make him out in the dim lighting 
with her eyes not having yet adjusted. "...Thuggery?" she asked in 
disbelief. She took him in. He was taller since the last time she saw 
him, his arms bigger, a nearly full beard starting to grow. Still, 
she would know that mess of dark hair and friendly smile 
anywhere . 

He chuckled again and shrugged. "In the flesh." He nodded in Ari ' s 
direction in the cell next to them. "Hey, man." Ari gave him an 
uncertain nod, looking just as confused as Hiccup. 

Thuggery, heir to the Meathead Tribe. The last time she saw him was 
over two years ago, when him and his father were visiting their 
island with some of the officials from their tribe. She hadn't seen 
him since, the visit having ended badly because of a 'disagreement' 
between their fathers over an arm wrestling competition. 

What were the chances, of him being on Alvin's ship, being up in her 

cell? She was just about to ask him what he was doing there when a 

cry from Ruff caused them both to turn. 

"Get your hands off me, creep!" she shouted at her cellmate. 

The young man held his hands up in defence, a cocky smile on his 

face. "Whoa there, little darlin'," he said, pushing his brown locks 
out of his sea green eyes. "I'm one of the good guys." 

"Obviously not. You're locked in a cell, moron!" she shot 
back . 

"Pirates locked me in this cell, sweetheart, " he deadpanned. "And 
believe me, my intentions were honorable. I was just trying to untie 
you . " 

She huffed in irritation and pulled a blade from her boot that the 
Pirates had missed, pushing him back against the bars and the blade 
to his throat. "Don't call me 'sweetheart'," she warned. 

"Whoa there, hold on," came Thuggery. "Come on Ruff, I can vouch for 
Julian. He may be stupid, but he's harmless." 

The green eyed boy, Julian apparently, looked hardly bothered by this 
comment. His cocky smile reappeared. "There, see?" he said, gently 
pushing the blade away from his throat. "Now why don't you put that 
knife away before you hurt yourself. Don't want to be cuttin' up 
those pretty little hands of yours." 

"What he means to say, " Thuggery interrupted before Ruff ran Julian 
through, "is that you should put the knife away before a guard comes 
in and find you with it." 

"Wait, " Ruff stopped, momentarily choosing to forget about Julian and 
stepping up to the bars, after pushing the boy to the ground, of 



course. She squinted at Thuggery through the bars across the aisle. 
"Thuggery? " 

He smiled. "Yes, ma'am. Good to see you again, Ruff." He winked at 
her. Suddenly, much to everyone's surprise, Ruff's cheeks took on a 
deep shade of red. 

"Hang on, " came Julian, righting himself and coming up next to Ruff, 
causing her to glare at him. "Thug, you know these 
Vikings ? " 

Thuggery chuckled again. "These aren't just any Vikings," he told 
Julian. "These are the Viking's of Berk, and the heir to the Haddock 
name." He gestured at Hiccup. 

Julian's eyes went wide. "No way," he said. He pointed at Hiccup. 
"You're Hiccup the Dragon Conqueror?" He frowned. "You sure. Thug? 
She's kind of small." 

"And she's standing right there, idiot," Tuff sneered, coming up to 
the bars connecting their cells. 

In the next second, Ruff had him pinned to the ground, his arm pulled 
tightly behind his back. "And she's our friend," she spat. 

Julian just chuckled weakly through the pain. "You have no idea how 
turned on I am right now." 

"Julian, shut up," Thuggery warned him. He looked at Ruff. "Please 
excuse him. Like I said, he's not that bright, nor does he know how 
to talk to attractive young women." Ruff's face went red again. 
Fishlegs frowned. "But seriously, guys," Thug addressed the group. 

"We going to be stuck with each other for a while, so may as well get 
used to this." Suddenly, a distinct snore sounded through the air, 
silencing everyone. 

"Uhm, guys?" came Snotlout. "There's one in my cell, too." 

There was, in fact. Huddled in the corner under a blanket, a small 
figure snored loudly. Slowly, Snotlout approached the figure and 
reached out his hand. 

"Urn, I wouldn't-" Thuggery tried to warn, but it was too late. 

As soon as Snotlout 's hand came in contact with their shoulder, the 
figure shot upright and had a sword pointed directly at him. 

"Stand still or die!" the girl cried. 

"What the Hel?" Snotlout exclaimed, stepping back against the bars. 
"Relax, we're prisoners, just like you!" 

"I don't believe you!" she said. "You're Roman spies! Draw your 
swords and fight like men, you cowards!" 

"Viking's of Berk, Camicazi. Camicazi, Viking's of Berk," Thuggery 
introduced. "Now would you please put that sword away?" 


She straightened up, suddenly calm. She even smiled. "Berkians, huh? 
Fancy meeting you lot here." 



"Camicazia€ 1 " Hiccup mumbled thoughtfully, stepping up to the bars. 
She looked her over. She was small, just a few inches taller than 
Hiccup herself. Long blond hair, down her back. Deep brown eyes. She 
looked hauntingly familiar. "Don't I know you?" 

"Camicazi, " she introduced herself, sheathing her sword. "Heir to the 
Bog-Burgler Tribe." She gave a little bow. 

"Great Odin's Ghost," Ruffnut shook her head. "This ship is full of 
royals . " 

"Way to immediately give yourself away, " Julian scoffed. "No wonder 
Alvin caught you." 

"Hey!" Camicazi burst out, springing forward and gripping the bars 
facing his cell. "Shut it, pretty boy! You have no room to talk! We 
were on this ship for three days, three days, and you got 
caught ! " 

"Three days?" Snotlout asked, frowning. "How long have you guys been 
on this ship? Are you undercover or something? And how did you get 
your sword back, anyway?" 

Camicazi raised an eyebrow, approaching him slowly. "You're certainly 
curious. What's your name, muscles?" 

Snotlout gulped uncertainly as she backed him against the bars. 
"Snotlout, " he answered. 

"Snotlout, huh?" She shrugged, then smiled. "I could dig it, hot 
stuff." He gulped again as she winked, then she stepped back. "To 
answer your question, we've been on this ship for almost two months. 
And, as you will learn, you can't keep a Bog-Burglar from her sword. 

I got it back the last time I broke out of here." 

"You've been locked up in this cell for two months?" Ruff asked 
Julian in disbelief. 

Julian shrugged. "Mostly." He smiled. "I get to scrub the deck on 
good behavior." 

More conversation ensued, but Hiccup wasn't listening. Her eyes were 
still focused on Camicazi, trying to put the pieces together. "You're 
Martyr's sister?" She asked her. She clamped her mouth shut, 
immediately regretting having asked. If she was, which she was, then 
she would know about her 'engagement' to Martyr, and that was 
definitely not something she wanted brought up at the moment. She was 
suddenly very aware of Ari ' s presence just behind her. 

The blond turned to her. "Yup, that's me!" She opened her mouth to 
say more, but was cut off, thankfully, by Tuffnut. 

"So, wait a minute, " he said. "Alvin has three heirs from three 
different tribes locked up on his ship? That can't be 
coincidence . " 


He was right. Hiccup thought, though it only made her more confused. 
It didn't make sense why Alvin wanted just the Haddock heir, let 
alone all three heirs from three of the most powerful Tribes in the 



Northern Sea. 


"Ah, but it is!" Camicazi told him. "Thuggery and I are here by 
choice. In fact, the only reason we're still alive is because Alvin, 
sadly, isn't dumb enough to kill the Princess of the Bog-Burglars or 
the Prince of the Meatheads . No, the only person Alvin really wants 
here," she paused, then pointed right at Hiccup, "is you." 

"Yeah, we got that," Ari spoke up for the first time. "But 
why?" 

Camicazi didn't get to answer. The door to the cells opened and a 
very fat man walked in. "Light's out," he said, stomping up to the 
only two lit candles to blow them out." 

"Really, Glen? Really?" Camicazi asked. "It's hours before sunset! 

Are you just naturally mean or is it because your fat? Does torturing 
us make you feel skinnier?" 

The guard just rolled his eyes at her, though his face was flushed an 
angry red. "No," he said. "I just can't stand to see you're ugly face 
anymore." With that, he blew out the candles and started walking 
out . 

"I swear to Thor, Glen!" Camicazi shouted after him, grabbing the 
bars and climbing up on them. "You'll regret this! You're the first 
person I kill when I take this ship, you fat bastard!" 

The guard just laughed at her. "Yeah, good luck with that, blondie." 
The door slammed shut. Camicazi fell into a sitting position, 
grumbling a few colorful words under her breath. 

"He's right though," Thuggery addressed the Berkians. "You lot should 
get some rest." 

"You're taking his side?!" Camicazi cried, gesturing toward the 
door . 

Someone pounded on the door. "Hey, shut up!" Glen shouted at 
her . 

"Oh yeah?" Camicazi called back. "Why don't you come in here and make 
me, you-" She was cut off, Snotlout being sensible yet stupid enough 
to clasp his hand over her mouth. 

She kept shouting things into his palm, demanding to be let go. 
Snotlout didn't budge. "Are you insane?" he hissed. "You're going to 
get us all killed!" 

"Oh, Glen won't kill her," Thuggery waved him off. "No one on this 
ship would dare. Besides," he said a bit louder, "I think fighting 
with Camicazi is the only joy he gets out of life." 

Glen pounded on the door again. "Last warning!" 

Thuggery shrugged, though he was smiling. "Sleep well, 
everyone . " 


'a sexy line' 
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Hiccup woke to a soft sob. 


She hadn't been sleeping long. She laid awake for hours, her mind 
racing over all that had occurred in just half a day. Anna worked for 
Alvin. Freyja was dead. When her father came looking for them, he 
would think they were dead. They were locked up in cells on Alvin the 
Treacherous' Pirate ship, heading Odin knows where. They were getting 
farther and farther away from home by the minute. Alvin wanted her, 
but he thought he wanted Ari . They didn't know why. Two more heirs to 
different tribes were on the ship, too. Thuggery and Camicazi, along 
with their friend Julian. But apparently, they had nothing to do with 
what Alvin wanted, though they knew what it was. She had tried to go 
over it again and again, trying to make sense of it. But, eventually, 
it was too much for her mind to handle and she fell into a fitful 
sleep. Until, that is, she was awoken by the sound of someone 
crying . 

She opened her eyes. The first thing she noticed was that Ari wasn't 
in front of her. They had fallen asleep facing each other, on 
opposite sides of the bars, holding hands. Now, he was sitting in a 
crouched position a few feet away, his back pressed against the bars, 
facing away from her. Another soft sob. It took Hiccup a few seconds 
to realize it had come from him. 

Ari was crying. In the dark of the night, when everyone else was 
asleep, Ari had granted himself this moment to grieve, away from 
prying eyes. Hiccup's heart broke for him. Of course. 

Freyja . 

Hiccup's stomach hurt just at the thought of losing Toothless. She 
couldn't even bring herself to imagine. Ari had lost his dragon. His 
flying companion. His best friend. It was a bond that only the 
Vikings of Berk were even beginning to understand. The trust that was 
built between two once enemies, the trust not to kill each other, to 
fly with each other, to perform stunts no one previous had even 
imagined. It was a trust that ran a connection deep within the pair, 
straight to their core. A bond similar and almost as highly valued as 
that of a lover. And now, for Ari, that bond was broken. 

Hiccup felt tears come to her eyes. Ari made another soft sound, like 
a whimper. She had a moment of worry, wondering if she was intruding 
on something very private. But she wouldn't, couldn't, let him bear 
the weight of this loss on his own. She wasn't afraid to cry in front 
of Ari. She cared about him enough, and knew that he cared about her 
enough, that she knew he wouldn't hold it against her. She hoped that 
he wouldn't be afraid to weep in her presence either. 

Slowly, so as not to startle him, she lifted herself up into a 
sitting position and scooched over to him, facing his back. Then, 
carefully, gently, she reached her arms through the bars, under his 
arms and around his chest. He tensed up at first. Hiccup thought he 
might pull away, try to cover it up or say he was fine. But, after a 
few agonizing seconds, he did just the opposite. One of his hands 
came up, clasping tightly around hers over his heart, while his other 
covered his wet face. His shoulders shook violently. 

"Shha€l" she whispered in his ear, her free hand stroking him 
soothingly. The tears had already started falling down her face. She 
didn't bother telling him that everything was fine or that they were 
going to be okay. Everything was not fine, obviously, and she had no 



idea what the future held for them. So, instead, she settled with the 
truth. "I'm right here." 

He shuddered, then nodded his head, another quiet sob escaping him. 
She hugged him tighter. They stayed like that, for how long neither 
knew nor cared, crying and comforting each other in the darkness of 
the ship until they both fell asleep. 

_** a sexy line **_ 

**_Thoughts? Comments? Suggestions? Requests? I take them all. 

: )_** 

**_Seriously though, what did you guys think? Any predictions? Think 
I captured different voices and characters well enough? It was 
definitely a struggle, let me tell you._** 

**_Well, next chapter, we get into a little bit of why Camicazi and 
Thuggery are on board, why Alvin wants the heir on bored, and then a 
little bit of Stoick and Toothless point of view. Sound good? No 
worries. It's going to be great. :)_** 

**_Last but not least, here's a quote from the upcoming story, 
"Through the Eyes of Children: The Warriors". This one is from... 
Spitelout !_** 

**_"! am loyal to you to the death, just as I was your 
father . * 

**_I can't wait to start posting that. It's going to be amazing. 

:D_** 

**_Until next time!_** 

* *_~StoriesOf AnInsomniac_* * 


1 1 . Chapter 1 1 

_**Hey there fanf let loners ...* *_ 

_**I'm not going to go too much into my leave of absence, but just 
know that after a couple of months of bizzarness, the next chapter is 
finally here! Thank you to all of those that have followed this story 
so far and have stuck with me, putting up with both my binge posting 
and lack of posting. It's been real. :)**_ 

_**And of course, thank you to all of those who reviewed and PMed me, 
sending me lovely death threats and actual nice encouraging messages. 
I seriously loved them all. And you guys should go check out this 
death threat I received in the reviews. It's seriously legit. It's 
amazing . : ) * *_ 

_**Just a short recap before you read, because I think we all need a 
refresher : * *_ 

_**Our lovely band of Vikings have been kidnapped by Alvin the 
Treacherous and his pirate crew, snatched up from their rite of 
passage hunting trip. Anna is a pirate spy (they think?) . Freyja is 
dead (D:) . Alvin thinks Ari is the Haddock heir. And now, all six of 



our beloved Berkians are locked up in the brig in Alvin's gargantuan 
pirate ship, accompanied by a few others. Camicazi, the vivacious and 
slightly insane heir to the Bog-Burglar tribe. Thuggery, the tall 
dark and handsome heir to the Meathead Tribe. And Julian, the loud 
mouth pretty boy also from the Bog-Burglar tribe. **_ 

_**It's still unknown to the group why exactly they have been 
kidnapped, but lets see if we can shed some light on the subject, 
shall we?**_ 

_**But first. Toothless! Enjoy! **_ 

_** a sexy line **_ 

Stoick waited impatiently at the high point of the village, waiting 
for the ship to come into view. 

They were late. It wasn't uncommon for the young Vikings to come back 
from their rite of passage late. Sometimes the weather would turn, 
making it unsafe to sail. Sometimes their hunting was very successful 
and it took them longer to load everything up. Sometimes it wasn't 
very successful and they would spend extra time hunting on the last 
day. Sometimes, Odin forbid, they just slept in. 

It could be any one of those things. Maybe there was bad weather on 
the far side of the island that hadn't reached them yet. Maybe they 
were stubborn, wanting to get more game, or maybe they got too much. 
He wouldn't put it past Hiccup and the Twins to sleep in, but he 
doubted Ari and Snotlout would let them. Maybe, more likely, they 
were just arguing. 

Though he wouldn't let it show, worry settled deep within his 
stomach. Even though there were so many logical things that could 
have happened, his mind raced with all the things that could have 
gone wrong. Their ship sunk. A blizzard happened over night and froze 
them in their sleep. Someone was hurt and they couldn't move them. 
Outcasts. Pirates. They were all unlikely scenarios, but the father 
inside him couldn't help but wonder. 

The Night Eury looked worried too. All afternoon he had. The other 
young Viking's dragons were gathered not far from them. All except 
one. The Nadder, Ari ' s dragon. Ereyja, was it? Stoick hadn't seen her 
since that morning. Her absence seemed to be upsetting the other 
dragons, but Stoick didn't think about it much. Dragons were known to 
fly off for a while if their riders weren't around. 

Toothless whined beside him, fidgeting once more as he looked out at 
where the ship should be coming in. The sun had set, and the last 
bits of light were disappearing quickly. He could only hope that, if 
they hadn't left yet, they would wait until the morning instead of 
trying to sail home in the dark. Not that they wouldn't be able to 
find their way. They all knew how to navigate using the stars. But 
they could hit a reef. A rock. They could sink. 

He shook his head. No. They would be fine. They were all capable. So 
what was wrong with him? 

Toothless made another sound. Right. It's because it was Hiccup. 
Hiccup out on a dangerous hunting trip, and she was late. 



He forced himself to look away from the horizon as his brother 
Spitelout appeared next to him. "They should have been back by now, " 
his rough voice grumbled. 

Stoick nodded in agreement. "It's not uncommon for them to be late, 
though, " he sighed. 

Spitelout ' s jaw was tight. "Stilla€l" 

Stoick looked at his brother. It was then that he realized that he 
wasn't alone in his worries. Spitelout ' s son, Snotlout, was out there 
as well. Out of all the rite of passages they'd seen, it was 
different when it was your own children. 

Spitelout gave a sharp breath. "What are your orders. Chief?" 

Stoick looked back out at the horizon, then down at Toothless. He pat 
the Night Fury's head. "If they aren't back by midday tomorrow, we 
send flyers along the coast. You and I will go to the hunting site." 
Toothless made a noise. "I'll ride the Night Fury." 

Spitelout gave a curt nod. "Yes, Chief." 

_** ^ sexy line **_ 

"Twit! Twit, get back here!" 

Though his shouts were whispered. Hiccup stirred at Tuffnut's voice. 
She quickly blinked the haze from her eyes and lookedaC 1 straight 
into the eyes of Twit the Terror. 

She started, but didn't make a noise. Instead, she quickly looked 
over at Thuggery who, thank Odin, was still asleep. A quick look 
around the room showed that everyone else was asleep as well. 

Everyone that needed to be, anyway. 

"Gods, get a handle on that thing, would ya?" came Ruffnut's voice, 
also a hushed whisper. "Anyone finds him in here and you'll be 
singlehandedly responsible for starting a war." 

"There's only so much I can do when I'm locked up in a cell!" he shot 
back. "Twit! Come on!" 

But Twit seemed hell bent on staying where he was next to Hiccup. He 
cooed and proceeded to rub his face all over hers. She guessed that 
he had been hiding under Tuff's furs for the past twelve hours at 
least. The poor Terror wanted affection. Terrors were like that. 
Hiccup didn't know how he lasted that long as it is. But the others 
would wake up soon. She needed to hide him. She wouldn't fool anyone 
by putting him in her shirt, even with her layers. It would have to 
be someone bigger. 

Ari lie directly behind her, his chest pressed against her back 
through the bars, his arm reaching through to wrap around her body. 
She quickly squeezed his hand that rested underneath hers. She felt 
him wake instantly. 

"Twit's here," she whispered, knowing he was listening. 


He sat up quickly, silently, releasing her from his hold. She sat up 



as well, releasing herself from Twit's persistence for only a moment 
until he promptly jumped up on her shoulders, wrapping his tail 
around her arm. 

"Sorry," came Tuff. "He ran away too quick for me to grab him." 

"How did you even get him on the ship unnoticed?" Ari asked. 

The blond boy shrugged. "I look a lot buffer with him under my 
shirt." His sister rolled her eyes. 

Hiccup ignored them, forcefully prying the small dragon off her 
shoulders and pushing him towards Ari. "Hide him. They'll notice if I 
try . " 

He nodded, but a small smirk appeared on his face as he took the 
Terror. "You sure you don't just want me to look buffer?" 

She blinked in surprise at his response. It was such a contrast 
mentally to where he had been the night previous. The only evidence 
at all of his breakdown was the slight redness that clung to his 
eyes, but he could easily blame that on lack of sleep or the chill in 
the air. It was like last night had never even happened. She didn't 
know quite what to do about it, if she should just pretend like it 
had never happened either or not. But as the dragon was passed 
between them, his hand lingered against hers and gave it a soft 
squeeze. They locked eyes, and she saw the 'thank you' in his. Then 
the moment was gone. He wasn't pretending it hadn't happened, she 
realized. At least not with her. They would talk about it, if they 
ever did, later. Some time when they weren't on a pirate ship. 

Twit was reluctant to go under the boy's layers. "Come on, boy," Air 
tried to coax him. But the Terror resisted. That is, until heavy 
shuffling and what sounded like a groan emanated from whatever was 
behind the covered bars in the massive cell behind them. When that 
happened. Twit quickly hid himself beneath the boy's furs, while the 
rest of the brig's occupants froze. 

Tuff, as always, was the first to break the silence. "Uhm, what was 
that ? " 

"Something you definitely don't want to anger," Thuggery answered, 
rolling over and sitting up. He stretched as he continued speaking. 
"More specif ically , it was probably the Windwalker. He's a bit older, 
and I think the chains make him sore, so he moves a lot. The Grapple 
Grounder is injured, and they keep it heavily drugged, so it doesn't 
move around much." 

It took the lot several seconds to process this information. They 
were all awake by now, and were all staring at the covered bars 
behind Ari ' s cell and Snotlout and Camicazi's cell. 

"Dragons?" Hiccup finally asked, turning to Thug in disbelief. "Alvin 
has dragons on this ship?" 

"Crazy, right?" Camicazi chimed in, carelessly running her hands 
through her bed head. "I mean, only a Pirate would be dumb enough to 
do that . " 


"How?" Hiccup asked, turning back to the covered bars. 



"The back of this ship," Thuggery pointed. "It opens up with some 
kind of lever system to get the dragons inside. Basically it's like a 
huge door . " 

"Or a cage door for an arena, " Ari compared, eyeing the covered bars 
just a few feet from him. Thug nodded in agreement. 

There was more shuffling behind the cover, and then a low whistle. It 
sounded like the wind, only there was no air movement in their 
compartment. A dragon's whistle. Hiccup didn't need to be a dragon 
rider to know that it was the Windwalker, one of the only 
non-firebreathing dragons in existence. It sparked a reaction out of 
Twit, however, too quickly for Ari to react. The small dragon popped 
his head out of the boy's collar, whistling in return. 

Ari quickly shoved the Terror's head back in his shirt, but the 
damage was done. In the next moment, chaos ensued. 

A dagger flew past Ari, skimming his outer layer and sticking into 
the ship wall behind him. Twit scrambled out of Ari ' s layers, 
startled, and made a beeline for Tuffnut. Camicazi, who had thrown 
the blade, pulled another seemingly out of thin air. More than one 
Berkian cried at her to stop just as she threw the second blade. 
Snotlout grabbed her wrist before she could grab another knife. Twit, 
thankfully, jumped out of the way just in time, squeaking, and 
changed his course to Ruffnut. He changed course yet again, however, 
as Julian made a grab for him. Ruffnut forcefully pinned the boy to 
the ground and Twit ran in the opposite direction. 

Hiccup held her arms out for Twit, who greatfuly jumped right into 
them. She held him close to her body, covering him with her arm and 
guarding him from any attack. She turned to Thuggery. His muscles 
were tense, his eyes confused, and his arm was raised in a motion of 
attack. But he was frozen, staring at the Terror shaking in Hiccup's 
arms as she pet him soothingly. 

"Please," she begged, her eyes pleading. "Don't hurt him." 

A deafening silence followed for several moments. Finally, it was 
interrupted by a groaning Bog-Burglar in the corner. 

"What the hel?" Julian voiced all the outsiders thoughts, his 
sentence strained due to the position Ruffnut was holding him in. 
"What is that thing?" 

"He's a Terrible Terror," Hiccup told them, holding the tiny dragon 
closer. "And he's perfectly harmless, I can assure you." 

Thug let all the air out of his chest, looking deflated, and dropped 
his hand. Camicazi roughly tore her wrist out of Snotlout 's grasp and 
shoved him aside, leaning against the bars and staring in wonder. The 
blonde girl grinned wildly, her demeanor suddenly changing. 

"No way," she breathed in excited disbelief. "You have a tame pet 
dragon? " 

Thuggery moved closer to the two cautiously, raising his hand a 
little. "How is that... possible?" He reached out to the small thing 
slowly. Twit, sensing his move, peaked out, then quickly shied away 



from the boy, burying himself in Hiccup's layers. 

Camicazi reaction was promising, but that didn't mean they were going 
to go ahead and tell them everything right there. Hiccup didn't know 
how many more knives the girl had on her person. Thuggery as well 
didn't seem so against this idea, though confused. But Hiccup and the 
others weren't about to take this as the go ahead to tell the future 
Chief and Chieftain of different tribes that Berk was now at peace 
with dragons . 

Tuffnut spoke first. "Actually, he's my dragon," he told them, 
leaning back against his bars. 

"And we found him when he was just a hatchling, " Ruffnut lied 
smoothly, smart enough to cut her brother off. She shot him a look. 
"And technically he's Hiccup's. She trained him." 

"We raised him," Ari continued skillfully. "We fed him fish, and he 
grew up friendly, because we took care of him. We were like his 
parents, because he never had any. He imprinted on us. On 
Hiccup . " 

The next part Hiccup told, because it wasn't a lie. "He'saCl strange. 
He's like a puppy." She pet his scales softly, coaxing the dragon out 
from under her arms until he poked his head out, eyeing the large, 
dark-haired boy at the other end of the cell. "He would never hurt 
any of us . " 

"I beg to differ," Tuffnut disagreed. "He still bites 
sometimes . " 

The others ignored him as Twit raised his head more, cocking it to 
the side as he eyed Thuggery curiously. Thuggery just stared back, 
dumbfounded. Cautiously, the small dragon stepped out of Hiccup's 
hold, making quick little steps toward Thug, pausing a few times to 
look at him. Finally, Twit came right up to him, pushing himself 
under the boy's hand and purring fiercely. 

"See?" Hiccup said softly as the boy pet the dragon slowly, eyes wide 
in shock. "Harmless." 

"Dude, " Julian exclaimed. Ruffnut having finally released him, he 
pressed himself against the bars to try and get a closer look. 

"That's probably like, the coolest thing I've ever seen. 

"No kidding, " Camicazi agreed, spinning yet another dagger between 
her fingers. At least she wasn't throwing it. "Can you imagine if you 
could do that with a big dragon? One you could ride?" 

No one said anything to this, the three outsiders lost in their 
thoughts and the Berkians wisely holding their tongues. Thuggery just 
continued to stroke the Terror's smooth scales slowly, a bewildered 
look on his face. 

"His name is Twit, " Hiccup told him, breaking the silence that had 
settled over the room. 

He looked up at her, locking curious eyes with her own. He shook his 
head slightly. "This isaCl insane," he told her. A small smile 
crawled it's way onto his lips as Twit nuzzled against his thigh. 



"Only you. Hiccup, " he added softly. 

Tuffnut snorted. "That's what we said." 

Thuggery looked back up at Hiccup. "You better not let Alvin find 
him. He'll kill him. Or use him somehow." He nodded toward the huge 
cell in the back. 

Hiccup tried to hide the horror in her voice. She couldn't ask any 
questions like 'are they okay' or 'how do they eat', so she settled 
with. "So what, Alvin just has them chained down?" She swallowed. 
"What does he even need them for?" 

"Ah," Julian spoke up. "See, that's the question we've been asking 
ourselves. Why would Alvin need dragons for his treasure hunt. I 
think he's going insane." 

"Alvin thinks he knows what island some treasure cove is on, and he 
believes he needs dragons to find it when they get there, " Thug 
clarified . 

"So, wait. Back up." Tuff shook his head. "Alvin is after 
treasure? " 

Ruff rolled her eyes. "Well of course he is, dimwit. He's a pirate." 
Tuff glared at her, but didn't get a chance to respond as Julian 
spoke up. 

"Of course he is, " he agreed, rolling the shoulder that Ruffnut so 
brutally pulled when she pinned him. "And so are we. Why do you think 
we got on this bloody ship in the first place?" 

"Why?" Fishlegs asked, the timid boy speaking up for the first time. 
"Why are you after treasure?" 

Camicazi shrugged. "We got bored. The summer was really disappointing 
when it comes to dragon raids. Hardly even a single dragon around. 
It's like they migrated to the other side of our island or 
something . " 

Hiccup and Ari shared a look. So her and Toothless destroying that 
monster hadn't just affected Berk, then. Other tribes were being 
affected as well. Neither were sure how to react to this news. The 
fact that less dragon's were being killed was good, at least. They 
couldn't help but think that because of this though, it was only a 
matter of time before other tribes, the Bog-Burglars and Meatheads 
especially, were clued in to what was really happening, and this 
could either be really good, or very, very bad. 

"I can't believe your parents would allow that," came Ruffnut, 
bringing the two back. "I mean, you guys are the heirs to your 
Tribes . " 

"Not Thuggery's parents," Camicazi shook her head. "They don't care 
what he does. He's banished." 

"Thanks, Camicazi, " Thuggery grumbled, resting his head back against 
the ship wall. 


Hiccup looked over at him from her spot a few feet away. 



"Banished? " 


He shrugged, rubbing the back of his neck uncomfortably. "About a 
year ago," he explained. "I couldn't complete my rite of passage." He 
pulled up his shirt then, revealing a nasty looking scar across his 
gut. The dragon on his lap cooed curiously at it, then licked the 
scar quickly. Thug smiled a little, looking surprised, but continued. 
"The dragon won. I didn't even get a chance to go on the Hunting 
Trip." Hiccup blinked. Right. He couldn't kill the dragon he was 
assigned . 

Back before everything, before Hiccup changed their tiny island's 
world, all of the Northern Islands had the same rite of passage, one 
that would determine their strength and if they would be able to stay 
in the tribe. After dragon training, on their birthday, they would be 
assigned a dragon in the arena. You would fight the dragon to the 
death. If you killed it, you passed and the ceremony continued. If 
you didn't and the dragon killed you, well, a 'party' of sorts was 
still held and the Tribe would drink their sorrows away. If, somehow, 
you survived, you would be banished, your loss viewed as a weak link 
in the tribe, and therefore unacceptable . You were never again to 
return on the shores of your Isle. 

They didn't hold this ceremony on Berk anymore, obviously. Something 
else was in the works, she knew. It would probably be something like 
taming a wild dragon, or just getting it not to kill you. If you 
survived, you passed, simple as that. Berk had never been very strict 
on the rules beforehand anyway. Had things stayed the way they were. 
Hiccup would have probably been assigned a Terror, just so that she 
wouldn't get killed or banished. Not that Terrors were easy to kill 
on their own, but it was almost impossible for them to kill you when 
they weren't in a pack. 

But Berk was the only island of it's kind so far. As far as she knew, 
Camicazi and Thuggery's tribes still fought dragons. That much was 
obvious as to how they had attacked Twit on sight. The Bog-Burglars 
stuck to tradition. The Meatheads especially were very strict. It was 
remarkable that Thuggery was even alive, and it was probably only his 
rank that kept him that way. Otherwise, the Tribe would have let the 
dragon kill him. But, even the Chief's heir couldn't escape 
banishment. Hiccup herself knew this very well. 

She almost wanted to tell him about it, to tell them about how Berk 
didn't fight dragons anymore, that they rode them. But she didn't. 

She held her tongue. Camicazi was still an active member of her 
tribe. Hiccup's father and all the other officials on Berk had 
decided that the outside world wasn't ready yet, that if they found 
out they would start a war with their island. This was especially 
true when Dagur the Deranged came from Berzerk. There was no way he 
would ever accept peace with the dragons . 

So she couldn't tell them. Even if Camicazi accepted it, she knew her 
mother wouldn't. Not yet. There would be war. So she kept her mouth 
shut. There seemed to have been an unspoken agreement between all six 
Berkians, some making eye contact with one another, because no one 
else said anything either still. 

"That sucks, " was all that Snotlout offered. 

Hiccup was a little more kind. "I'm sorry. Thuggery." He gave her a 



half smile as thanks. 


"At least his banishment was fair," Julian grumbled. "I completed my 
rite of passage, and I still got banished." 

Camicazi rolled her eyes. "That was for a completely different 
reason, moron. You knew full well you had to be married by eighteen. 
You have no one to blame here but yourself." 

This was a law that was practiced solely by the Bog-Burglars, a tribe 
of mainly women. It had been that way ever since the last Chief died, 
and his wife, Camicazi 's mother, had forcibly taken over. Now, men 
were considered almost useless. Women held the power. If boys were 
not married by the age of eighteen, they were banished, considered a 
waste of space. 

"Why didn't you guys marry each other?" Fishlegs asked 
them . 

Camicazi wrinkled her nose. "Ew. Never. He's too small, and my mother 
would never approve. She has higher standards for me." She gestured 
at the boy's short, stocky build. She smiled. "Besides, I like my men 
big." She wiggled her eyebrows suggestively in Snotlout's direction. 
Even though he was on the opposite side of the cell, he moved a 
notable foot away from her. 

Julian scoffed. He pointed in the blonde girl's direction. "You think 
I'd put up with that all day?" 

"You pretty much do now," Thuggery pointed out. 

"But you're not banished," Hiccup said to Camicazi before Julian 
could respond. "Your mother and the officials just let you, the heir, 
board a Pirate ship undercover to go on a treasure hunt?" 

"Wait, " Tuff said suddenly, finally making the connection in his 
mind. He started to laugh. "Your mother is Big-Boobied 
Bertha? " 

Big-Boobied Bertha, Chief of the Bog-Burglars, known for her insanely 
large breasts. It actually was funny when you thought about it. Not 
just the name, but when you compared her to Camicazi. She was 
seemingly opposite of her mother. Short, wiry, and breasts far from 
large, compared to her mother's, anyway. 

Snotlout started to laugh too until Camicazi frowned. Then, he 
frowned too, reaching through the bars and grabbing Tuff's shirt, 
pulling him roughly so that his head banged against the bars. The 
blonde boy cursed loudly. 

"Shut it, " Snotlout warned him. 

Camicazi shrugged, looking hardly bothered. She stared down at her 
chest. "Yeah, I don't quite live up to the name." She smiled 
suddenly, her mood changing in a blink. "But then how would I be such 
an amazing sword fighter if I had huge jugs to slow me 
down? " 

Thuggery pinched the bridge of his nose. "Can we stop talking about 
breast size, please?" 



"So your mother, " Hiccup tried to redirect the conversation, 
"Big-Boobied Bertha, let you run off with two banished boys to go 
treasure hunting?" She looked to Thuggery. "No offence." 

"Offence taken," said Jullian. 

"Well," Camicazi began, "she doesn't know I'm with these two, or that 
I'm on a pirate shipa€ 1 " She looked at Hiccup. "Actually, she thinks 
I'm with you, the Dragon Conqueror." 

Hiccup's brows furled. "And why would that be any better? Your mom 
hates our Tribe." 

She shrugged. "She was hoping it would strengthen our tribe's 
alliance. You know, get closer to my brother's fiancA©." 

The air in the room went still, her last three words ringing in 
everyone's ears. All the Berkian's went stiff, and several pairs of 
eyes shot towards Hiccup. Hiccup felt Ari ' s drilling holes into the 
side of her head. Snotlout cleared his throat loudly. A low whistle 
came from Tuffnut's direction, followed by one from Twit in 
Thuggery's lap. 

"Well," Tuff said, ever the one to break the silence. "This is 
awkward . " 

"What?" Camicazi asked. "What did I say?" 

Hiccup took a deep breath, then finally mustered up the courage to 
look at Ari. She blinked when she met his eyes. It wasn't what she 
expected. He didn't look angry or accusatory. Instead, she watched 
his heart break right in front of her eyes. His face only held 
several emotions. His brows were furled slightly in confusion, in 
sadness, a question. But mostly, the one that made Hiccup want to shy 
away, was disappointment. He was disappointed. In her. 

No. He had to understand. "Aria€ 1 " she tried. "Ia€l" She wanted to 
deny it, to tell him it wasn't true, everything that her father told 
her. But Camicazi was right there. She couldn't say it. She couldn't 
find the words. 

"Oh." Camicazi looked between the two of them, putting the pieces 
together. "Shit." 

Hiccup opened her mouth again to say something, anything. She didn't 
get the chance . 

Keys rattled against the lock as the door to the brig was being 
opened. Twit scurried under Thuggery's coat. The boy tensed, but 
remained perfectly still as the door opened. 

Glen, much to Camicazi 's dismay, walked in. He eyed her first, at the 
dagger that lay forgotten in her palm. 

"What?" She asked innocently. He just glared at her. She rolled her 
eyes. "Oh please, don't act so surprised." 


Glen took a deep breath and, with great restraint, choosing to ignore 
her for the time being. When he was composed, he addressed the brig's 



occupant s . 


"Alvin wants to see you." He looked at each of the Berkians. "All six 
of you . " 

_** a sexy line **_ 

Water. That was all Hiccup could think when they brought them up to 
the deck. Endless, fathomless water. All around them in every 
direction. Not an island in sight, least of all Berk. 

She braced her hands on the ship deck as she was forced onto her 
knees, willing her breathing rate to slow. She was on a ship. She was 
fine. Having a ship under her was far less comforting than the back 
of her Night Fury, however. 

Toothless . . . 

She didn't have time to dwell on that thought. Alvin stepped right in 
front of her, forcing her to look up. 

"Hmph, " he voiced in amusement. "A Viking without her sea legs. Isn't 
that something." The crew around him laughed. "You continue to 
simultaneously surprise and disappoint me. What kind of Viking are 
you, girl?" 

She wasn't. Not really. Not by his standards, anyway, or even 
Camicazi and Thuggery's. The only place she actually could hold the 
title of Viking was on Berk. But they held a very different standard 
to the title than anyone else. 

Alvin was waiting for an answer, and she doubted he would tolerate 
her silence. She couldn't tell him the truth, that she was a dragon 
rider. She couldn't lie to him either; she was terrible at that. Ari 
had already taken her name. So what could she say? 

She swallowed hard, trying to find her voice as the answer came to 
her. "I'm just a blacksmith. Captain," she said softly. 

Alvin blinked, once again surprised. "A blacksmith?" He exclaimed. 

"Of course! I should have guessed." He knelt down in front of her, 
coming face to face. Her friends around her, having been silent 
during this exchange, tensed as she did when he grabbed her hand with 
his non-hook one, holding it in his as his thumb ran over her 
calluses. "Only a young blacksmith would have calluses like 
this . " 

Hiccup couldn't help herself. Though she knew she would regret it, 
she ripped her hand away from him, stumbling back a bit. There was 
something about his hand, his touch, that made her shiver. He was 
cold and hard and held dark promises with every move, the stuff of 
nightmares and ghost stories around the evening fire. 

He raised his eyebrows, but didn't strike out like she thought he 
would. Instead, his hand reached out again, his fingers finding the 
earmuffs hanging forgotten around her neck. "Only a young blacksmith 
would have such a strange object as this in their possession." He 
took them from her, standing up and examining them. He seemed excited 
and amused again. "Go on, tell me what they are." 



She looked up at him cautiously, but told him anyway. "Earmuffs. They 
keep your ears warm. The metal is thin and bendable, so they can fit 
your head and won't fall off." 

Alvin looked almost giddy, which unsettled them all. "Fantastic!" He 
slipped them on his head, over his ears. "Yes, what a marvelous 
idea!" He turned back to her then, a thoughtful look in his eyes. 

"Ah, yes. Now I understand." 

Even his voice made her shiver. She let out a shaky breath, cursing 
herself for showing her fear. "Understand what. Captain?" 

He kneeled in front of her again. "I've figured you out, you see," he 
told her in a vow voice. "I know who you are now." He gestured to her 
group. "You're the brains of this operation. The clever one." He 
stood a started pacing around her. "You see, you and I are a lot 
alike. I was never much of a 'classic Viking' as a lad, and this was 
especially difficult growing up on Outcast Island. Men on that Island 
will rip you apart. But I had one thing they didn't have." He stopped 
in front of her, tapping the side of his head. "My brain." He laughed 
softly. "You see, I was smarter than the rest of them. I tricked and 
manipulated my way through my young life, and now look where I 


Hiccup shook her head, not being able to hide the slight disgust in 
her eyes anymore. "I don't see the resemblance. I don't tick and 
manipulate." Alvin waited. Hiccup grit her teeth. 

"Captain . " 

Satisfied, he pointed at her, a big smile on his face. "Ah, but you 
do!" He unsheathed his sword, then playfully brought it up to 
Hiccup's neck, dragging it slowly across her features. Hiccup's heart 
rate skyrocketed. "You see, you've tricked your tribe into thinking 
that you are useful. But on the outside, what are you really, hmm? An 
infirm little runt. The one who makes the bladesaC 1 " He brought the 
blade down the side of her cheek, pressing just enough to form a 
small cut right by her ear. She flinched, "...but cannot wield them. 
And yet, look." He turned her head with his hook, making her look at 
the tense form of Ari, staring at Alvin with that same look he had in 
his eyes when he killed those two men back in the forest. Alvin just 
smiled. "You've gotten them to care about you." 

"You don't know anything," Snotlout spoke up suddenly. Alvin's eyes 
flashed in fury. In the next second, a loud 'smack' was heard and 
Snotlout was holding his cheek. 

"You won't speak unless spoken to!" Alvin raged. "And you will 
address me as 'Captain'!" 

Once that was done, Alvin turned back to Hiccup, once again eerily 
calm. Hiccup just stared up at him, then jumped slightly as he buried 
the tip of his blade into the deck right in front of her. "Tell me, 
blacksmith," he asked her, "what do you know about my sword?" 

Hiccup eyed him in confusion, but did as she told. She came up with 
an assessment quickly. "It wasn't made for you," she began. "It was 
meant for someone of a smaller stature. Left-handed. Older, by the 
looks of it. A small chip in the blade. But a sturdy metal that will 
stay sharp if taken care of. A custom made, wide, curved blade, 
popular for piracy. But a dragon on the hilt, showing it from one of 



the Northern Tribes. And on the base of the blade looks like a family 
crest." She squinted at it. "Likea€l" Her eyes went wide. She shot a 
look at Ari, then back at the sword. 

"Oh, don't stop there, my girl," Alvin told her. "Go on, tell us 
who's family this belongs to." 

Hiccup once again drew a shaky breath, not quite believing what she 
was seeing. 

"Haddock . " 

Haddock. This sword belonged to the Haddock family line. Technically, 
it belonged to Hiccup. But long ago, this sword had belonged to 
someone in her bloodline, and there was only one person this could 
have been. 

Realization flashed in Ari ' s eyes. "Stormblade? " He asked in a mix of 
surprise and anger. Once again taking Hiccup's name as his own, he 
looked up at Alvin. "You have my great-great grandfather's 
sword? " 

Alvin nodded. "Figured that one out, did ya boy? But you wouldn't 
have without this one here." He knelt in front of Hiccup once more, 
humming in admiration. "Yes, you are a clever one indeed." He stroked 
the side of her face with his hand this time. "Much more than just a 
pretty little face." 

Somehow, the touch of his hand was sharper than the blade. She jumped 
away from him, this time fully falling back on her hands and butt. 
Alvin angrily reached out and grabbed the collar of her coat, pulling 
her right up to his face and making her gasp in fear. 

"You don't pull away from me, girl!" Alvin spat angrily before 
bringing his hand back and striking her across the cheek. 

"Leave her alone!" Ari ' s voice was dark and threatening, a look 
Hiccup could only describe as murder in his eyes. He lunged forward, 
but was immediately held back by two of the crew with another holding 
a sword to his throat. 

Alvin threw Hiccup back to the ground. "Such disrespect!" Alvin 
marveled. "All of you!" He grabbed his sword again and paced in front 
of them. He pointed his hooked hand at Ari. "With the exception of 
him, you are all here for one reason and one reason only! And until I 
have decided that you have completed said task, you will do as I say 
and treat me as I am. You are on my ship, and I am your Captain!" He 
sighed in disapproval, like he was talking to children. "Then again, 
discipline is sometimes needed for a child to learn. What do you 
think, Heimdall?" 

Thats when the teens saw him, and when Hiccup recognized him. Her 
captor, from the day before. The massive young man, taller, stronger 
than them all, with golden eyes skin as dark as chocolate. He wasn't 
large like the men in their Village, like her father. No, he was pure 
muscle, pure strength. What was more concerning, however, wasn't his 
striking features, but the object he had strapped to his 
belt . 


Heimdall 's face was completely void of emotion as he unhooked the 



whip from his side. His voice, a deep baritone, was even. "Aye, 
Captain . " 

Alvin waved a hand at the group dismissively as he started to walk 
away. "Start with the runt. Make sure that they have learned their 
leson, and that next time we speak they will be more... 
cooperative . " 

With that, he walked away, and the next thing Hiccup knew she was 
being dragged forward. The crew's deep chuckles, which had been a 
continuous background noise since their appearance on the deck, grew 
as excitement filled the air. She was dropped in the middle of the 
deck for everyone to see. She had seen whippings before, but only 
ever to prisoners or slaves. From what she remembered, someone would 
now rip her jacket and shirt off, ruining it. But no one did, and 
Hiccup was hyperventilating too much no notice Anna kneel in front of 
her until the girl carefully slipped the jacket off Hiccup's 
shoulders, preserving it for her. 

"Don't struggle," the girl whispered under her breath, "or else 
Heimdall will have no choice but to make you suffer worse." 

Hiccup gave the girl a strange look, one between confusion and 
hatred, before the girl helped her slip off her her tunic and was 
then forced to look away as she was roughly tied above her head to 
the mast . 

She couldn't do anything. None of them could. Her friends, Ari, were 
held back with blades to their throats, awaiting their turn, and 
Hiccup, left exposed in nothing but her flimsy chest wrap above the 
waist, hung helpless on her knees as the crew grew roudier and 
roudier in anticipation. She tried to keep her breathing in check, to 
keep herself from passing out, to brace herself. Perhaps passing out 
would have been better. 

Because nothing could have prepared Hiccup for the first crack of the 
whip . 

_** ^ sexy line **_ 

_**Okay, so maybe I didn't shed any light on anything. I just made it 
more confusing. But have no fear! Everything will make sense in the 
end! **_ 

_**Now for a quote from the third part of this series (which I had to 
completely rethink and rewrite due to the amazing HTTYD2 trailer) . 
Here it is, from the upcoming story, 'Though the Eyes of Children: 

The Warriors', from... Hiccup!**_ 

.Mom?"**_ 

_**Yup. Couldn't help myself. **_ 

_**Until next time!**_ 

_* *~StoriesOf Aninsomniac* *_ 

_**P.S. I may or may not have the next chapter ready and edited. The 
number of reviews I get will determine how fast I post it. 



_**P.P.S. It was also requested that I start reposting my old 
stories, so I'm going to go through and edit those. You'll start to 
see those popping up soon.**_ 


12 . Chapter 12 

Hiccup had never known pain. Never really known it, anyway. Sure, she 
had scars. They all had their fair share, living the life that they 
did. Marks that remained of their past adventures and injuries. But 
none of those could even compare to type of pain they had just been 
put though. 

The only glimpse she'd ever had of pain like this was when Toothless 
latched onto her leg right before she passed out, and even that was 
different. Toothless had done that to save her life. But thisaCl This 
was something else entirely. Even being a Viking, and outcast for the 
majority of her life, she had lived a somewhat privileged lifestyle, 
one free of physical punishment. She was a royal, a royal that was 
now receiving the treatment of a slave. She had never been made to 
feel it, to endure it, to take it as 'punishment'. Now, she was 
forced to. Somehow that made the sting worse. 

She was tossed carelessly into the cell she shared with Thuggery as 
he stared in shock. This time, he didn't catch her. She landed on her 
side with a 'thud', the contact racking her whole body and causing a 
strangled cry to sound. It probably wouldn't have hurt that much on 
it's own, but her back felt like it was on fire. That just made even 
the slightest movement unbearable. In truth, it was probably better 
that he hadn't caught her. He might have touched her back, which 
would have been even worse. 

At least she hadn't landed on the fresh marks that were sure to scar. 
Ari wasn't so lucky. He was literally thrown into his cell backwards, 
landing harshly on his completely exposed back. In all the time that 

she had known him, she had never heard him emit so much as a groan at 

pain. This time, however, she watched his whole body convulse. A 
strangled cry escaped him as well as every muscle in his body 
tightened and he quickly turned on his side. 

"I'll kill him," he seethed, slamming his fist into the floor. "I 
swear to Odin, I'll kill him." 

Hiccup flinched at his words. He wasn't joking. That was the point. 
She knew he would. She had seen him do it before. For just a moment, 

her mind made a terrifying comparison between Ari, burying his sword 

into the bodies of those men in the forest, and a the dark young man 
that had just given them ten lashes apiece. She quickly shook the 
thought away. 

Snotlout scoffed, though it came out as more of choke. "Get in line." 
He and the others weren't in much better shape. Heavy breathing, 
clenched jaws, stiff muscles. The cellmates of those who had them 
weren't quite sure what to do at first. 

Twit appeared in front of her, completely exasperated, just as Hiccup 
felt Thuggery's hands grab her gently by the shoulders. He helping 
her into a sitting position as the Terror circled her, clearly 
distressed by her current state. 



"Gods, " Thuggery breathed. 


"Yeah, " Julian agreed, who was helping a surprisingly non-resistant 
Ruffnut up as well. "Alvin ain't messing around." 

Hiccup was having a hard time getting her thoughts together. "Whata€ 1 
treasurea€ 1 . " 

"What treasure?" Thuggery asked. 

Camicazi had already ripped part of her tunic off and gotten it wet 
with the water rations. "Alvin's found the treasure?" she asked in 
surprise, cleaning Snotlout's marks as he hissed in pain. 

Hiccup shook her head as Thuggery copied Camicazi 's movements. "No," 
she said. She gasped and Thuggery apologized. "What is he looking 
for? What treasure?" 

Julian snorted. Ruff threw him as much of a glare as she could 
muster. He just rolled his eyes. "Uhm, only Grimbeard's secret 
treasure cove. Why did you think you were here?" 

She locked eyes with Ari . Of course. It all made sense now. That's 
why Alvin kidnaped them: he was after Grimbeard the Gaughstly's 
treasure, the very treasure that Hiccup had spent the voyage to the 
campsite telling Ari about. The loot of a thousand tribes. The 
realization came to Hiccup as Thuggery pressed a wet cloth to her 
back. The whippings, the beatings, whatever else came, weren't going 
to stop. He wanted information, clues, and he would do whatever he 
had to do to get it. 

"He thinks we know, " she breathed. 

Tuffnut groaned as he shifted. "Thinks we know what?" he asked as he 
tended to himself as best as he could. Twit hopped over to help him, 
licking his back. No one commented about it, though the three 
non-Berkians were severely startled and grossed out by it. 

Hiccup drew a shaky breath. "He thinks we know where it is. Or the 
clues on how to get there, anyway." 

Snotlout hissed before he spoke. "And why would we know where a dead 
pirate's treasure is? Even if he was Chief of our tribe for like, two 
minutes . " 

"Not 'us,'" Fishlegs groaned out. "Hiccup." 

"Why would Hiccup know where the treasure is?" Tuffnut asked. 

His sister rolled her eyes. "Because she's his descendant, 
idiot . " 

"But I don't," Hiccup shook her head, a helpless look in her eyes. "I 
don't know where it is. I mean, it's said that Grimbeard left behind 
clues for his descendants, songs or his will or engravings on his 
sword, but I don't know any of it. The will is lost. Alvin has the 
sword. And the songsa€ 1 " she shook her head. "The only ones passed 
down are lullabies. They mean nothing." 



Camicazi raised her eyebrows. "You have to know something. I mean, I 
was about ready to kidnap you myself before I got on this ship." She 
pressed the cloth into Snotlout's back again, making him curse. "Of 
course, I would have been a lot more reasonable than Alvin is 
being . " 

Hiccup shook her head once more. "But I don't." 

Thuggery sighed as he finished cleaning her off, then took off his 
tunic and offered it to her. She took it gratefully, her chest 
wrappings practically falling off. "It could have been a lot worse," 
he told her. "Heimdall held back for you." 

Hiccup shot him a look as she slipped the shirt on. "And I'm supposed 
to believe he did me a favor?" 

"Yes," he replied quickly, calmly. It caught her off guard, but she 
didn't have a chance to respond to this as he sighed and spoke again. 
"Look, it doesn't matter. It's just going to get worse. Alvin thinks 
you know something, and I think you know that he's not going to stop 
until he gets it." 

Ari chuckled darkly then, causing them all to turn their heads. 
"That's the beauty of it," he told them. "Alvin thinks I'm the 
Haddock heir, not Hiccup." 

Hiccup's eyes locked firmly on him as her jaw tightened. She knew 
exactly what he was thinking. "You cannot take the beating for me. 
That's just ridiculous." 

"Too late for that, sweetheart," Julian spoke up. "Alvin's not going 
to believe you if you tell him that you're the real Haddock at this 
point. Besides, your boy over there is a much morea€ 1 believable 
candidate." Despite the fact that he had cleaned her up and given her 
his tunic, this earned him an elbow in the gut from Ruffnut. 

"So he's just going to torture you." She turned to Ari. She couldn't 
hide the anger in her voice. "Just whip you and beat you and whatever 
else to try and get information out of you." 

Ari gave her a firm look. "I can handle it Hiccup. And it's better me 
than you . " 

She ground her teeth in fury. "That's just stupid, Ari, and so not 
the point anyway. I'd just as soon as give him the information myself 
if I had it so we could get off this bloody ship and go home! But we 
don't! We don't have it!" 

Camicazi snorted, interrupting her rant. "Please. You would actually 
give away the location to the 'Loot of a Thousand Tribes' that 
rightfully belongs to your family bloodline? I would die before I 
gave something like that away." 

Twit sensed the small girl's aggravation and moved over to 
her. "Except I didn't sign up for this treasure hunt. I didn't sign up 
to be captured or to be beaten or whipped. All I wanted was to get 
through the stupid hunting trip and go home!" Her voice caught on the 
last word and she cursed herself internally. She would not cry. Not 
in front of everyone. Ari was the only one who could see her cry. But 
just saying that word, just the thought, made her want to all-out 



sob . 


She wanted to go home. 

Camicazi clicked her tongue and shook her head in amusement, 
chuckling softly. "You ain't going nowhere, shortstack. I'd suggest 
you buckle down and get comfy because, even if Alvin miraculously 
lets you live, you're stuck on this adventure ride for a while." With 
that, the blonde leaned back against the ship wall a tipped her hat 
low, covering her eyes. Hiccup blinked, realizing that hat looked 
extremely familiar. Come to think of it, she hadn't seen Alvin 
wearing his hat when he swiped her earmuffs. Thuggery spoke though, 
pulling her attention away from her puzzlement. 

"She has a point, though, " he spoke softly, as he had been the whole 
time. Bog-Burglars were always more blunt and unforgiving with their 
words than others were, as Camicazi and Julian were proving. "Even if 
you gave him the information he wanted, he's not just going to let 
you go." He was right. If Alvin just let them go, they could easily 
lead their tribe on a hunt of the pirate. Even Alvin wasn't that 
stupid . 

Twit had crawled into her lap and she tried to keep her focus on him, 
petting his smooth scales, to keep her emotion in check. "Then what 
exactly does he plan on doing with us? It's not like he's dumb enough 
to just kill us all, is he?" Because really, who would be dumb enough 
to kill six young bloods of the Hairy Hooligan Tribe, let alone the 
heir of such? 

"ActuallyaC 1 " Eishlegs started tentatively, drawing their attention. 
"Technically , he already has." 

Hiccup was confused until Ari explained, reminding them of 
yesterday's nightmare. "He's right. Alvin brought dead slaves into 
our camp when her captured us and burnt it all." He rubbed the back 
of his neck. "Anyone in our tribe would believe it if they saw 

it . " 

"So, if we're looking at this technically, " Camicazi mused, flicking 
'her' hat up and flashing them an unsettling smile, "you lot are 
already dead." 

No one argued with her. Not even Hiccup, who returned to petting Twit 
in an effort to calm the storm building in her chest. There was no 
point, because Camicazi was right. To the rest of the world, they 
were already dead, which meant that Alvin was willing to take the 
risk and kill six prestigious members of a powerful tribe. And that 
could only mean one thing. 

Alvin had no intention of letting them live. 

**_ a sexy line _** 

Alvin the Treacherous stood against the railing on the port side of 
the ship, earmuffs snug on his head, facing the open water. He wasn't 
looking out at it, however. His sword, the sword of Grimbeard the 
Ghastly, was drawn, and his eyes were trained on every detail as he 
rotated it slowly in his hands. The clues were there somewhere, he 
knew it. The blacksmith had already given him a lot of information, 
and he wanted to at least figure out one thing on his own before he 



forced more out of her or the Haddock boy. He was prideful that 
way . 


Anna appeared at his side, silent as always, but he knew she was 
there. "Ah, Anna," he greeted, not looking up. "Any news on my hat?" 
He adjusted the earmuffs currently on his head with his hook. 

"None yet. Captain," she answered. "But, if I were to guess, I'd say 
Camicazi probably has it." It was probably true, and they both knew 
it. There were no stickier hands than that of a Bog-Burglar's. Plus, 
Camicazi wasaC 1 well, Camicazi. Neither bothered to ask how she had 
accomplished such a task, and truthfully, Alvin didn't want to know. 
He wasn't dumb enough to kill the girl, her tribe being at least five 
times as large as that of Berk with three times the naval status. He 
just had to put up with her until he could drop her back on her home 
shores . 

Alvin scowled. "I'd bet on that." He sighed irritably and rubbed his 
head right where his headache had been since that girl first set foot 
on his ship. "After we find the treasure, remind me to set course for 
the Bog-Burglar's island, tie her up on a row boat with a chest of 
gold, and set her afloat toward them as a peace offering. If we have 
any luck at all they'll keep her and we'll be rid of her for good." 

He turns his attention back to the sword, turning it again. "All we 
have to do first is figure out these blasted clues." 

They fell silent for a while after that. Anna, knowing better than to 
ask him if he's found anything because he hates to admit that he 
hasn't and loses his temper quickly, doesn't ask anything at all. So 
after a while, she settles with, "It's a beautiful sword." 

He hums in agreement. "Indeed it is." He gives it one final look 
before sheathing it and leaning against the railing. He turns his 
head to her. "I see you've gotten yours back." 

She nods, her fingers finding the hilt of it strapped to her belt. 
"Aye, Captain," she answers. 

He hums again, then turns back to the water. "How did you come across 
such as sword, Anna? It's quite unique. Do tell me. You know how I 
love a good story." 

Though he doesn't see it, she clenches her jaw. She gives a stiff 
sigh before she gives him the short version. "It was my 
father ' s . " 

"Ah," he exclaims, intrigued. "A family emblem as well then. I do 
wish I had one of those. That's why I steal everyone else's." He taps 
the hilt of Grimbeard's sword, then smiles and turns his head to her. 
"Go on." 

She nodded, shifting uncomfortably on her feet. "He was a blacksmith. 
Made swords for a living." 

"Dead, then?" 

She cast her eyes out to the water. "Aye." 

"Shame, " was what he said, though he looked hardly bothered. "Who 
killed him?" He guessed. He wasn't one to beat around the bush, nor 



did he figure Anna the type of girl to leave home and join a pirate 
crew had her father merely died of sickness. 

He was right. "A Viking Pirate," she told him. "One with a metal 
arm. " 

"Ooooh." He grinned wickedly. "The plot thickens. Now this is very 
interesting." He chuckled. "Girl's father is killed by a pirate, and 
she goes off and becomes one. What of your family? We're they killed 
too? Or did you leave to avenge you father in hopes of returning to 
them one day?" 

She shook her head. "It was just my brother and I after our father 
died. But he was sick, and one day Viking raiders took our village 
and stole almost everything, including his medicine." 

He pointed at her. "So you are in this for vengeance! For your 
brother ! " 

She locked his eyes, hers firm and deadly serious. "For the both of 
them. I want my share of the Viking gold, and one day I'll find the 
man who killed my father." 

Alvin just smiled and shook his head. "You've been on this ship for 
two months, Anna, and this is the most I've discovered about you in 
all that time. Everything else I've figured out about you seems 
minuscule in comparison." 

She gives him a side look. "And what have you discovered. 

Captain? " 

He chuckled again. "You're not as hard to figure out as you think, 
Anna, no matter how many masks you have. I've discovered quite a bit 
about you, " he mused. "For one, I saw the vengeance in your eye the 
moment you stepped on board. I knew you had your own agenda. I know 
you have a soft side, no matter how much you deny it. Particularly 
towards two of our recent guests, if not all six of them." He gave 
her a pointed amused look, which she returned with a glare. He 
ignored her and continued. "You also don't trust anyone, which 
actually proved to be very useful when it came to those three spies 
in my brig. Truthfully, the reason why I investigated them was 
because I knew you already had them figured out. And really, this is 
why I chose you as my first mate and spy, because you, like myself, 
are good at reading people, and you follow orders, no matter how they 
need to be done, because you know that they will help you achieve 
your own goals." 

Anna said nothing for a while, her face expressionless as she stared 
out at the water and digested his words. It was useful, knowing how 
Alvin saw her, and she liked what he saw. 

She took a breath. "You flatter me. Captain." 

Alvin only shrugged, his eyes now narrowed as his thoughts changed 
course. "I do wonder, though," he thought aloud, "how you failed to 
notice that the young blacksmith was indeed a blacksmith, what with 
your father being one." 

Though Alvin didn't know nor see, Anna's muscles unwillingly 
stiffened. "She doesn't look the part," she answered easily. "That 



and her language abilities threw me off. I still don't understand how 
a blacksmith would have such knowledge." 

"Well," Alvin sighed, "the Isle of Berk is small enough. It's 
possible that a merchant child could be apprenticed for more than one 
trade. And you're right, she is strange, that one. Most intriguing." 
He hummed in thought before he addressed her again. "What else did 
you discover while you were there, playing the role of captive? And I 
must say, that was quite brilliant. They didn't suspect a 
thing . " 

She brushed over his compliment before she began. "Nothing out of the 
ordinary, really. They are your average group of young Vikings. Loud, 
destructive, deadly, immature. Completely loyal to one another. If 
they know anything about the treasure they haven't shown it. The only 
thing wasa€ 1 " She paused, furling her brows. "They had this 
dragon . " 

Alvin raised his eyebrows. "A dragon? With them?" 

She nodded. "Yes. A small one. And it was so strange, because it 
would walk around their camp and no one would react to it. No one was 
afraid or even tried to kill it. And it didn't attack them either. It 
was like it was sick in the head or something." Alvin just hummed, 
his brows furled as well as he thought. Anna continued, confusion 
leaking out in her voice. "And ita€ 1 listened to them. To the 
blacksmith girl and the blonde boy. Not the Haddock, the other one." 
She shook her head. "It was very strange. Anyway, they hold the 
dragons very highly on their island. They were very upset when we 
killed that one." 

Alvin tapped his chin in thought. "The small dragon I can't make 
sense of. Perhaps you're right, and it was sick. As for the large 
one, well, thats understandable. The Northern Tribes take the honor 
of hunting and killing dragons very seriously. Any of them would be 
upset if an outsider killed a dragon on their island." 

Anna looked away. "I suppose." 

"Perhaps it could be a topic for discussion at a later date, when 
they are feeling moreaC 1 willing. When that happens, then we can 
introduce them to their close neighbors down their in the brig." He 
stood up straight then, turning away from the water and ready to walk 
away. "Be sure that the Haddock boy and his blacksmith are brought 
out early tomorrow morning. Other than that, you may do what you 
please with the rest." 

"Aye, Captain, " she nodded. 

He took a few steps forward, but stopped and turned back to her. "Oh, 
and Anna." He caught her eyes. "I do hope that you aren't keeping 
things from me, dear girl. It would be a real shame if your agenda 
countered mine at all." He gave her a mocking genuine smile, one that 
could have chilled anyone else to the bone visually. But not Anna. 

She kept it well hidden. 

"Wouldn't dream of it Captain," she answered smoothly, eyes locked on 
his, unwavering. 

He nodded slowly. "Good. And you will join me for dinner tonight in 



my quarters, yes?" 


It was harder to hide her reaction to this question, for she knew she 
didn't have a choice in the matter. "Of course. Captain." 

He gave her a brilliant smile. "Excellent." With that, he turned and 
walked away, leaving her at the railing on the port side of the 
ship . 

Anna stayed there, turning back out towards the open sea. She gripped 
the railing, her knuckles white, and clenched her jaw. She breathed 
in the salty air and opened her eyes, letting the deep water and vast 
sky be the only ones to see the emotions she always kept hidden so 
well on her face. After a few moments, she composed herself and 
turned back around with a deep breath, then resumed her role as first 
mate . 

**_ a sexy line _** 

It was around midday, when most of the brig's occupants were napping, 
either from boredom or from the physical exhaustion of being whipped, 
that Hiccup heard Ari take a deep breath. 

She knew this conversation was coming. Camicazi's comment, about 
Hiccup being her brother Martyr's fiance. He wasn't even supposed to 
find out, because it didn't even matter. Her father had promised her 
to Ari. But Hiccup was the only one who knew that, and Ari and been 
told the opposite in the worst way possible. 

They sat back to back, pressed against each other through the bars. 
They were slouched, leaving the bulk of their fresh marks untouched. 
But they bared some of the pain, just the tips of their shoulders, if 
only because they needed the physical contact. 

Ari kept his voice low to keep the only two awake, Ruffnut and 
Julian, from listening in. They were arguing about cell boundaries, 
so Hiccup doubted they would hear them anyway, but she matched his 
tone regardless. She felt him let all the air out of his lungs slowly 
as he reached one of his hands through the bars and laced his fingers 
with hers . 

"When were you going to tell me?" he murmured. 

She leaned her head back against the bars, her expression torn. She 
wanted to tell him. She needed to tell him. He deserved to know the 
truth, and she wanted nothing more than to give it to him. She turned 
her head slightly to the side, eyeing the blonde Bog-Burglar in the 
corner. Though she gave a rather convincing snore, there was no 
guarantee that the girl was asleep. Camicazi was still under the 
belief that Hiccup was engaged to her brother. Because of Ari ' s 
reaction to this false news, there was no way Hiccup could convince 
the girl now that Ari had won her in a 'competition' as her father 
had told her would be the story they told everyone. Even Thuggery and 
Julian were a risk, as they were obviously on Camicazi's side. She 
saw no way around this. 

She turned her head back and focused instead on a spot on the 
ceiling. "My father told me not to," she told him. She closed her 
eyes, pushing the tears back. This was killing her, and she knew it 
was killing him even more. All she could do was soften the blow as 



much as she could, however impossible that task seemed. 


She quickly added, "But I was going to. After the trip, I was going 
to. But I justa€ 1 I couldn't yet." She swallowed. "I didn't know 
how . " 

It was several agonizing seconds before she got a reaction out of 
him. "When did you find out?" 

She sighed. This, at least, she could tell truthfully and wholly. 
"Just a few days before we left. My father, he told me not to tell 
you. It's justa€ 1 " she held back the choke in her throat. "It's 
politics, Ari . I have no say. If I dida€ 1 " she drew a shaky breath. 
"If I did it would be you. Without any doubt, it would be you. Buta€ 1 
My hands are tied." 

The silence that followed was much longer than the first. Even Ruff 
and Julian had fallen silent, as they had finally settled their 
dispute and had probably fallen asleep. Hiccup covered her mouth with 
her free hand, fingers clamped tight, not trusting herself not to 
cry. After what felt like an hour, she finally took her hand away, 
ready to apologized, to plead for his forgiveness. But he beat her to 
it . 

She felt his thumb softly stroke the back of her hand. He sighed 
heavily, brokenly. When he finally spoke, he said the last thing she 
expected . 

"I'm so sorry. Hiccup, " he whispered. 

This time, she couldn't hold back the soft, sad choke that escaped 
her. "You're sorry?" she asked, perplexed. "You're nota€ 1 you're not 
mad? " 

She felt him shake his head. "No," he told her. "No, I'm not mad. 
I'ma€l I'm furious, actually." Her stomach clenched, but his next 
words quickly soothed it. "But not at you. I mean, I wish you'd told 
me sooner, but I get why you didn't." He sighed again, and his grip 
tightened on her hand. "It wouldn't have changed anything 
anyway . " 

She was still confused. She wiped her nose on the sleeve of 
Thuggery's tunic that she was still wearing. "But I'm the one that 
gets married off, Ari. You'rea€l you're losing me. Why are you 
sorry? " 

He had started stroking her hand again. "I'm not saying it won't 
hurt. It'll kill me, watching you get married off. But... the only 
thing I can think of that could be worse is... being the person 
forced to marry someone else, someone that you hardly know. And for 
that. Hiccup, I'm so, so sorry." 

She could believe what she was hearing. Here she was, leading him to 
believe that What Camicazi said was true with half-truths and 
withheld information, and here he was, trying to comfort her and 
telling her he was sorry that she had to married off to a stranger. 
Her heart clenched. 

He continued. "I get it. I mean, it's politics, and I know how tough 
that is right now with the dragons, so it's okay-" 



"Stop, please," she begged. She couldn't hear this anymore. 

He kept going though. "No. I just need you to know this. When we get 
backa€ 1 If we get backa€ 1 No matter what happens. I'll be there for 
you. I'll always be there for you. We're a team, remember? Partners" 
He squeezed her hand tight. "I'll always be your second in 
command . " 

With that, she felt him move away from the bars, his hand slipping 
out of hers. "Get some sleep. Hiccup, " he told her as he settled on 
his side a few feet away, his back to her. 

The tears were falling now, silent and free. Numbly, she moved to lay 
on her side as well, her back to him. Her shoulders shook. She thinks 
he knew she was crying, but he didn't move to comfort her as he would 
have a few hours ago. He wasn't allowed to anymore. 

The distance between them was prominent. It vibrated to her very 
core. The warmth from his hand was quickly fading. Ari had slipped 
away from her. 

And that hurt more than the sting of any whip ever could. 


13. Chapter 13 
_**Hey, look! An update !**_ 

_**Not much to say here... Except the usual that you guys rock my 
socks with your reviews. And a little shout-out to Mikayla FireBane. 
You are officially my new favorite reviewer on this site. I wish 
everyone reviewed like you. :)**_ 

**_Now, lets check in on Stoick and Toothless, shall 
we?_** 

_**En joy ! **_ 


_** a sexy line **_ 

The ashes danced slowly in the wind around where Stoick the Vast 
stood. It moved around freely, whereas the Chief was frozen in 
place . 

Six skeletons. Six bodies burnt to a crisp, a campsite to match. Six 
piles of remains, and six missing Vikings. He clenched his jaw. 

It was just supposed to be a hunting trip. 

The fire had been impressive, he could tell. Large enough to destroy 
all the flesh and surrounding materials, yet not enough to catch on 
the ancient trees of the forest. He supposed the snow and ice helped. 
Had it been summer, there could have been a forest fire. Much forest 
could have caught, smoke piling high, seen for miles, seen from the 
village. He almost wishes now that it had. Then they would have known 
something was wrong. Then they would have come sooner. 

Others around him were moving. The flyers sent along the coasts had 
caught up with them, now searching the beach and horizon nearby. 



others were searching the remains of the camp or the surround area, 
seeing if anything or anyone survived. Dragons were sniffing about, 
helping them. The only thing they'd found thus far was a map of Berk 
that Gobber had showed him silently, the young Viking's weapons 
scattered about, and the bones. It seemed rather conclusive, but they 
continued to search anyway. His brother-in-law, Spitelout, was 
directing them quietly, his normal booming voice a whisper in 
comparison. It was remarkable that he had even found it; Stoick 
seemed to have lost his completely. 

The only thing Stoick was vaguely aware of was the Night Fury, his 
daughter's dragon. He was incredibly distressed, his consistent 
wailing an indication of such. He scampered about frantically, 
sniffing, searching, hovering over the charred bones. He was 
breathing so heavily, like he might pass out. Stoick seemed a 
complete contrast. He was silent, knelt unmoving in front of the 
smallest body, eyes trained downward upon it. 

He felt numb. He felt like... like he didn't feel anything at all. No 
tears. No clenched fists. No cries of anguish. No. His breathing was 
even, his eyes cast almost calmly downward. He just stayed there, 
ever so still, staring at the small body in front of him. 

It didn't feel like it had actually happened. It didn't feel real. It 
didn't feel like it was Hiccup lying there, what was left of her 
body. He couldn't picture her face on those bones. His mind hadn't, 
couldn't, accept it, that it was his little girl there, dead, gone 
forever. After all she had done, after all they had been through, it 
just didn't compute. Though it wasn't seen on the outside, on the 
inside his mind was screaming at him. No, it said. No. It's not real. 
It's not true. Hiccup, his daughter, his heir, is not dead. 

Much time had passed, though the great man didn't realize it. The 
only thing that managed to break him from his trance was the large 
hand that landed on his shoulder some time later. 

Spitelout ' s voice was, for the first time, soft. "We've found their 
ship," he said. "It is lost as well." 

Stoick managed a nod. He cleared his throat before speaking, not 
trusting his voice. "Anything left?" 

Spitelout managed a nod as well, though it looked a tremendous 
effort. "Surprisingly... Yes. Their supplies have been picked 
through, but much of it left behind, like they were in a hurry or 
they didn't want it. And... there's something else. Chief." 

Stoick finally took his eyes off what remained of the small body in 
front of him and looked up at his second in command. "What is 
it?" 


Spitelout hesitated, also surprising. "Ari Hofferson's dragon, the 
Nadder... it was blue, yes?" Stoick gave a small nod, his silence a 
cue for him to continue. "We found one dead on the shore." 

Stoick' s gaze hardened at that, his first sign of emotion thus far. 

He glanced back at the Night Fury, finding him now curled up not far 
away, whimpering desperately. Stoick didn't want to leave him, but he 
wasn't sure what he could do for him either. Hiccup- he swallowed. 

She knew how to comfort him, not Stoick. But he knew the dragon. He 



knew he was completely loyal and more than a bit curious, and guessed 
that he would follow Stoick now, wherever he went. 


He turned back to Spitelout. "Show me." 

Stoick was right, he noticed, as the Night Fury followed slowly 
behind him. His ear flaps were down, his tail dragging behind him, 
but he followed his rider's father closely like a lost puppy, having 
nowhere else to go. 

It didn't take them long to get to the beach, nor to find the 
smoldering remains of the ship. The Nadder wasn't hard to find 
either, lying limply on the sand not far from the tide, Gobber 
standing next to her. The Night Fury's head shot up, and just as 
quick he was at the Nadder 's side, once again whimpering in distress. 
Once he had reached the dragon's side as well, he quickly checked, 
just to be sure. But no, the dragon was dead, and it was definitely 
Ari ' s . He recognized her even without her saddle on. Freyja, was 
it? 


"From what we can tell, she put up quite a fight," Gobber spoke up. 

He pointed to her breast. "A sword wound ended her life." 

"But why the ropes?" Stoick asked quietly, almost to himself. Why the 
ropes? With the amount there were, and with the number of footprints, 
there were plenty of men to take her down without them. It was almost 
as if they were trying to restrain her. Almost as if... "Were they 
trying to capture her?" It didn't make sense. What would Pirates want 
with a dragon anyway? 

Spitelout shook his head. "Couldn't say. Chief." 

Stoick looked at the dead dragon a moment more, lost in thought. 

While doing so, he missed a scout coming up and whispering something 
to Spitelout. He nodded, dismissing the scout, before turning back to 
his leader. 

"Chief," he pulled him from his thoughts. "A flyer has spotted two 
men dead in the forest a ways from the camp, killed by sword. Neither 
of our isle . " 

Stoick didn't even respond as he processed this new information. It 
was nice to know that they had fought, at least. He wondered which of 
their young Vikings had killed them. 

His hand started stroking the Nadder 's blue scales slowly. He 
wondered how she knew to come, then thought of the whistle around 
Ari ' s neck. He must have blown it, calling for her. But then... why 
was she on the beach? If the children were being attacked not far 
from here, at the camp, why wouldn't she be there? She would have 
gone straight to Ari, had he called her. She would have stayed with 
them, even if they were dead, and if she had fought the Pirates at 
the camp, they would have killed her there. So what brought her to 
the beach? 

He looked down at the Night Fury, who had followed him this whole 
time, never leaving his side, as he rested his head on Stoick 's knee. 
He looked out around the sand. He quickly shuffled through all the 
evidence collected so far in his mind. The bodies, the weapons, the 
map, the two dead men, the Nadder on the beach... Something didn't 



sit right. He spotted drag marks on the ground, evidence of a 
scuffle. No. Something was very wrong. 

"Gobber, " he spoke quickly, holding his hand out. "Show me the map 
again . " 

His friend set the rolled parchment in his hand, and not a second 
later Stoick had opened it and was examining it more closely. Parts 
of it were burnt, but the majority of it had survived the fire. The 
map was older, drawn by the current artist's father, he could tell. 

He didn't know whose it was or where they had gotten it, but he knew 
it wasn't any of the young Vikings. It wasn't the one he had given it 
to Hiccup, and he didn't think any of the others had access to such 
documents. So where did it come from? 

Stoick blinked as he realized someone was trying to get his 
attention. "What?" 

Spitelout repeated the question. "Shall we prepare the..." he cleared 
his throat, "remains for transport?" 

The bones. Stoick blinked again, doing a mental count in his head. 
Thats when it hit him, the one thing that should have stood out 
first, above all else. The one thing he should have checked for as 
soon as they landed. The one thing that now filled his chest with a 
hope he had never known before. The bones. 

Six bodies. Twelve legs. 

There should only be eleven. 

"No," he said suddenly, sharply, standing quickly. His booming voice 
was back. "Stop! No one move!" Everyone looked at him in surprise and 
confusion, including the Night Fury now standing up next to him. He 
turned to address the scouts. "No one touch anything!" he told them, 
turning and walking quickly back in the direction of the camp. "This 
isn't over yet . " 

_** a sexy line **_ 

Hiccup rubbed her leg tenderly where it and the top of the prosthetic 
boot met . 

It was very sore, even though she had been off it for the majority of 
the past two days. It was terribly uncomfortable to sleep in, but she 
didn't take it off. She didn't want want to risk one of the crew 
walking in while she had it off, not wanting them to have something 
else to use against her. So instead she just massaged the area 
gingerly, sure that there were some nasty bruises by now. 

Hiccup sighed and leaned her head back on the wall of the ship, eyes 
catching the dull, early light coming in from the lonely porthole on 
the other side of the room. 

Things were different when they woke up that morning. For one, their 
clothes had mysteriously appeared, all folded in neat piles outside 
of each prisoner's designated cell. Though they were difficult to put 
on without help due to the state of their backs, the layers were 
greatly appreciated, and Julian and Thuggery were glad to have their 
tunics back as well. It was curious, though. Hiccup, along with the 



others, wondered where the clothes had come from, or why they had 
been returned to them without any damage. Her only guess was Anna, 
but she didn't understand why the girl would do that. 

This wasn't the only thing they found just outside their cells. Food, 
too, sat there waiting for them. Bread. Slightly stale, but bread 
nonetheless. They hadn't eaten anything since they had gotten on the 
ship. Again, they wondered where it came from. They had figured 
whatever food they would get would be scraps, half rotten, tossed 
carelessly at them after the rest of the crew had eaten. The others 
didn't seem to think it was anything special, however. Thuggery and 
Julian ate without comment. 

That was the other thing. Not only had stuff appeared, but they had 
disappeared as well. The first and most prominent thing being a 
certain hyperactive blonde. 

When Hiccup asked Thuggery where Camicazi could be, worried Alvin 
might have taken her as his next victim, he merely waved a dismissive 
hand. "I wouldn't worry about it," he told them all. "She escapes all 
the time. They always find her eventually, or she'll just come back 
on her own . " 

Julian voiced his agreement, answering their unasked question on how 
she had gotten out in the first place. "Bog-Burglars are expert 
escape artists," he informed them with a prideful smirk. "Not to 
mention master thieves." 

"Damn it!" Snotlout exclaimed just as Julian finished. "She took my 
belt ! " 

"Uhm, guys?" Tuff interrupted 'lout's would-be rant. "Twit's gone, 
too . " 

A quick look about the room proved him right. Twit was nowhere to be 
seen. They called out quietly for him. Ari whistled. A dragon 
responded, but it wasn't Twit. The Windwalker near-silent ly answered 
Ari ' s soft call. Ari then lifted the curtain behind the bars, peeking 
under to look for Twit, and motioned for Snotlout to do the same. Ari 
whistled again, once again provoking a response out of the 
Windwalker, but not Twit. Snoutlout peered under the curtain as well, 
squinting in the dark, and whistled as Ari had. Instead of getting a 
peaceful response, however, a low and prominent growl filled the 
room, followed by the sound of a large body shifting. 

Snotlout cursed, stumbling backwards, his trousers falling in the 
process. Blushing madly, he struggled to pull them back up and get 
himself as far away from the bars as possible at the same time. 
"Twit's not there," he confirmed after adjusting himself. 

The conversation went on after that. Julian snickered about 
Snotlout 's current predicament. Ruff shoot back, asking why, if he 
was a Bog-Burglar and supposedly an 'expert escape artist', he was 
still locked in a cell, and that he should just go and leave the rest 
of them be. To which he retorted that there wasn't really anywhere to 
go on a ship out in the ocean. Hiccup tuned them out, her and Ari 
remaining relatively silent during the whole exchange. 


That was the last thing that was different. Hiccup wasn't sure if Ari 
felt the tension too or not, but she knew others around them were 



picking up on it. It wasn't difficult to see, she knew. Her and Ari 
hadn't so much as spared each other a glance, and the others were 
noticing. Thuggery kept looking between the two of them, frowning. 
Fishlegs too was staring in their direction, his brows knit tightly. 
Tuff raised his eyebrows at the distance between the two, while 
Snotlout cocked his head to the side and scratched the back of it. 
Ruff spared a worried glance at Hiccup now and then whenever she 
wasn't arguing with Julian. The pair ignored them all. 

She hated this. She hated the silence. She hated how he was ignoring 
her. She hated how he wouldn't even look over at her. Then again, she 
wasn't looking over at him either. And really, this was her fault. 
Well, technically it was Camicazi's fault. Then again, if she was 
pointing fingers, this could all really go back to her father. But he 
wasn't there right now, and neither was Camicazi. Plus, it wasn't 
really their fault. It wasn't anyones fault, she let herself think as 
she sighed in acceptance. It was just life, her rank, their 
situation. And when, if, they got back, all would be set straight, 
she told herself, trying to think positive. Another flash of 
frustration flew through her though as she heard him sigh as well. If 
only he wasn't being so difficult. 

'Partners' her ass. 

Right. Some team they were. Partners didn't ignore each other. They 
didn't avoid eye contact. They didn't give each other the silent 
treatment. He was doing all of these things. Granted, she was doing 
these things too, but that was beside the point. He was supposed to 
do these things first. That was his job. As her partner, as 
second-in-command, as Ari. 

She shook her head. Now she was just making up things to be mad 
at . 

She bit her lip in exhaustion. The truth was that Ari was broken. He 
was going into a defensive mode, which she really couldn't blame him 
for. He was sparing himself from further heartbreak. That saddest 
part of all though was how he was doing it. 

He was reverting back to his old self. Tall, silent, serious. A 
recluse that was all business. The seriously intimidating warrior 
that didn't talk to anyone unless absolutely necessary. 'Stoney' 
wasn't a word she had used to describe him in quite some time. But 
that was exactly what he was being. Stoney. He was turning back into 
the Ari she knew before everything happened, before they happened, 
and that was what hurt the most. 

She missed him already. 

But this was ridiculous, this silence. Because the other cold, hard 
fact was that they may never make it off this boat. They may never 
make it home. She may never be able to tell him the truth. If that 
was the way things turned out, well, she didn't want to spend their 
last days ignoring each other. 

She took a deep breath for courage and, swallowing the lump in her 
throat, turned her head to face him. 


Oddly enough, the first thing she noticed was jaw. His chin, too, and 
just above his lips. There was a shadow there, all along the bottom 



of his face. Ari Hofferson was sporting quite a bit of stubble, she 
realized. Full and even. It must have been too short for her to see 
the day before in the dim light of the brig, but the darkness did 
nothing to hide it now. 

So he does shave, she thought. This was quite the development, 
despite everything. She wondered why he didn't just let it grow in, 
if it was rather full like that. All of the other boys in the village 
prided themselves on any and all facial hair they had, be it little 
or a lot. They often competed with each other as well. So why did he 
shave it? Her thoughts wavered for a moment, and she couldn't help 
but imagine what it might feel like to kiss him in that state. 

Ari must have felt her looking at him, because he soon turned his 
head toward her as well. In that moment, they were almost like a 
mirror image. Both leaning against the wall of the ship, both turned 
facing one another, each with one leg pulled against them with an arm 
around it. They looked at each other directly, calmly, straight in 
the eye. Strange, how different and yet completely alike they 
were . 

She opened her mouth then, to break the silence, to ask him about his 
facial hair most likely, just wanting to start conversation. But she 
didn't get the chance . 

The door opened to reveal Glen, their severely overweight door guard. 
He glanced around the room as he walked in, stopping almost 
immediately as he stared at the last cell on the right. He cursed 
loudly, yelling over his shoulder that Camicazi was gone again before 
continuing his walk through the room, his shoulders now slumped and 
his demeanor cranky. He carried on nonetheless, however, as he began 
throwing hunks of food into each cell. 

"Eat up," he told them all. "It's been a few days, I reckon. Don't 
want you lot starvin' to death like them slaves." 

Hiccup frowned at the food as he threw it into the cage. She turned 
to Thuggery, the question in her eyes. "Didn't we just-" 

He quickly cut her off, clasping his hand over her mouth. He shook 
his head slowly and put a finger to his lips. She blinked, nodding in 
understanding, even though she was more confused than ever. This was 
new information he had neglected to mention. 

Someone on the ship was sneaking them extra food. 

She didn't have time to process this information, however, as Glen 
continued. "You unworthy brats are in for a treat today, " he went on 
as he made it to Ari ' s cell. He tossed the food in. "Fresh dragon's 
meat, seasoned with Cook's special ingredient." 

Hiccup dropped the meat like it was on fire, as did any of the other 
Berkians who had picked it up. Dragon meat? Her mind spun. It 
couldn't have been... No. Right? 

"It's a day old but," Glen laughed, "in your position I guess you 
can't complain." He laughed again and, with that, left the room with 
a slam of the door. 


Hiccup quickly looked to Ari. He looked like he was going to be 



sick . 


"Hiccupa€l" he gasped. "Hiccup, what if itsa€l I mean, what if-" 

She cut him off before he could even finish the thought. "It's not," 
she told him firmly. "Ari, look at me." He did, looking at her for 
the first time that day, eyes clinging to hers in desperation, 
begging her to prove his dark thoughts wrong. "It's not," she 
repeated, even though she was having serious doubts herself. 

"What's your guy's problem?" Julian asked, completely oblivious as he 
picked up his share of the meat in his and Ruff's cell. "It's just 
meat . " 

Ruff shot him a disgusted look. "We don't eat dragon on our island," 
she spat at him, giving the meat in his hand a pointed, disapproving 
look . 

"Why?" Thuggery asked curiously, picking up his meat as well. "I 
didn't think Berk held dragon meat sacred or anything." 

Hiccup sighed, trying to think of the best way to explain it without 
telling them everything, and without lying as well. She locked eyes 
with him. "Just think, " he told him and Julian, almost pleading for 
them to understand, "what if that meat were Twit? I mean he's gone, 
right?" She swallowed hard, trying to discourage the possibility in 
her mind. "I mean what ifa€l What if they caught him and that's what 
this is?" 

This made them both stop, giving heavy looks to the meat in their 
hands in thought. Thuggery was the first to make the decision, 
putting the meat down slowly, Julian following suit soon after. On an 
after thought. Thuggery picked up the meat again, grabbing Hiccup's 
as well, and tossed it out the lonely porthole in their 
cell . 

Everyone else started tossing him their meat as well. All of it went 
out into the sea. "Thank you," Hiccup breathed in relief as Thuggery 
threw out the last piece, "for understanding." 

He nodded, settling back down in his previous position. "I'm curious 
though," he began, turning to her. The look in his eyes made her 
tense up. She knew what his question was before he asked it. "Are 
there a lot of dragons like Twit on Berk these days? I mean, the 
whole island wouldn't stop eating it just because of one, 
right ? " 

She chewed her bottom lip, stalling as she tried to think of an 
appropriate answer. Again, she wanted to tell him the truth, but she 
knew she couldn't. Even if he is banished, Camicazi wasn't. But he 
had been the heir of his tribe not long ago, so she knew what to say 
to evade the issue and to get him to understand at the same 
time . 

She cast her eyes down. "Even if there are, you know I can't admit 
anything like that, " she told him softly, only for his ears and 
possibly Ari ' s if he was listening. She knew he was. "As far as 
politics go, anyway. Some tribes would wage war on us just for having 
Twit . " 



He blinked, then nodded. He understood. But there was still a look of 
yearning in his eyes, of wanting more. "You can trust me. Hiccup, " he 
told her just as soft. 

And she wanted to. She really did. Thuggery was a good boy, and was 
one of her only friends back in the day. When she was younger, back 
when she was still marked a weirdo and an outcast, the only people 
her age that she ever really talked to were royalty from other tribes 
whenever they came around. This included Camicazi and her brother 
Martyr, but that was when she was far younger. 

Still, she shook her head. "I think you and I both know that I can't, 
not with something like this. Not yet." She met his dark, friendly 
eyes. "Even if you don't answer to a tribe anymore. One day you could 
even belong to a new one, and they might not be as friendly as 
you . " 

Thuggery sighed and nodded one more time, leaning his head back in 
acceptance of having lost this round. "Well, " he said after a moment, 
"it would be cool if the tribe that accepted me was friendly with the 
dragons." He shrugged and looked at her with a soft smile, a hidden 
meaning in his eyes. "I'd like to be a part of that tribe." 

This surprised Hiccup, allowing a soft smile to appear on her face. 
Her mind hardly had time to play with the thought of Thuggery joining 
their tribe, however, before the door opened once more. 

Galen's sickening smile quickly wiped the on Hiccup's face clean off. 
He looked between her and Ari, dark pleasure in his eyes. 

"Captain wants to see you two." 

_** a sexy line **_ 

Hiccup's knees had just come in contact with the ship deck when 
something hard and fast came in contact with her face. 

She landed roughly on her side, barely registering Ari ' s bark of 
anger as stars danced in her vision. She didn't even have time to get 
her bearings before she someone pulled her up and hit her again, this 
time holding on to her so she didn't fall over. 

Ari was still shouting, fighting them, trying to get them to stop. 
Hiccup was just trying to figure out what was going on. Was she in 
trouble? Had she done something wrong? Had Alvin found out about 
Twit, and was now taking it out on her? She wasn't sure. All she knew 
in that moment was that her face hurt. It hurt really bad. 

Once the world stopped spinning, she was able to recognize some of 
the faces around her. She was starting to become familiar with some 
of the crew. Like the one holding her now, the one hitting her, a 
large brute with dark hair. He had been the one holding Ari when they 
first came on the ship. She saw Anna off to the side, not looking at 
either of them, and the only other female crew member that she had 
seen on the first day with the dark hair, standing next to her, once 
again eating something Hiccup couldn't identify. She saw Heimdall as 
well, the large boy with the dark skin, the one who had whipped them. 
He stood against the mast, not cheering or taunting like the rest of 
the crew, silent like Anna and the other girl. He wasn't looking at 
them either, instead looking straight up, into the sails. 



And then she saw Alvin, or rather, she heard him first. The click of 
his boots against the deck until they were planted right in front of 
her. She looked up, eyes straining to see his face in the light, 
hours in the darkness having it's effect. 

Alvin smiled down at her. The expression was deceiving, as in the 
next moment he hit her as well. 

"Hey!" Ari growled. "What gives?" 

Alvin tisked in disapproval. "Oh my dear boy," he began, "I thought 
you were smarter than that. Isn't it obvious? I want your great-great 
grandfather's treasure. It's said that only Haddock's know it's 
location and secrets. This," he gestured to Hiccup, "is an 
interrogation. " 

Ari scowled at him. "But I'm the one you want! Leave her 
alone ! " 

ALvin chuckled. "Well that wouldn't be very smart of me, now would 
it?" He walked over to Ari, kneeling in front of him. "Don't think I 
missed that attitude, boy. That spirit in your heart." He tapped 
Ari ' s chest with his hook, lowering his voice. Hiccup could 
practically see Ari shaking, the level of restraint he was holding to 
keep himself from lashing out and killing him right there. Hiccup was 
sure that, given the opportunity, he would have. 

"You are strong, " Alvin went on, "and I am not naive to think that 
you would give up to torture so easily. But your strength is also 
your weakness, you see. That spirit, that heart, well," he smiled 
again, then pointed to Hiccup, "it belongs to her. It belongs to your 
friends. So you see," he stood up again, stepping back to Hiccup, 

"the only way to get to you, to unlock those secrets, is through your 
friends." He pressed his hook to Hiccup's cheek, putting just enough 
pressure to spit the skin. "Through your lovers." 

Ari snapped then, lunging forward. It did him no good. He was held 
back by two men. One drew a sword and pressed it to his throat. Alvin 
just laughed again. "Ah, so I have hit a nerve. Well," he looked back 
at Hiccup, "I must be on the right track." 

Hiccup hadn't had time to brace herself before the next blow was 
landed . 

_** a sexy line **_ 

Far above them, on the yard of the main mast, concealed by the ropes 
and sails, sat a certain blonde wearing the Captain's hat. She pulled 
on the belt strapped over her shoulder, causing the dragon that was 
perched there to shift. He wrapped his tail around her arm, a soft 
growl sounding from deep within his throat as they watched the scene 
below them. 

Camicazi scratched the back of Twit's head, offering him a piece of 
dried fish from her satchel to try and quiet him. It worked for the 
time being, as he chewed on the treat vigorously. 

She sighed and slouched, gripping the mast to keep her balance. This 
wasn't how things were supposed to turn out. Not like again, they 



hadn't much of a plan to begin with. She felt somewhat responsible, 
at this point. For the whippings. Hiccup's beating. She hadn't 
realized that they wouldn't just know the information. Now the 
Berkians were paying the price. Hiccup especially. She sighed 
again . 

It was just supposed to be a treasure hunt. 

She watched the whole time, thinking it partially as her punishment 
for holding some of the responsibility for putting them there, the 
other part thinking it would be a dishonor to Hiccup to look 
away . 

They needed a new plan. Quickly. They needed to get Hiccup out of 
harms way before Alvin did something drastic. If things kept going 
the way they were, though, they may not need to. 

Twit growled again, his attention once again on what was happening 
below them. Camicazi scratched his head again. 

"Hang in there, shortstack, " she mumbled to herself, eyes on the 
small girl below. "Not much longer now." 

_** a sexy line **_ 

_**So, a lot happened in this chapter. Stoick knows Hiccup isn't 
dead. Hiccup and Ari aren't really speaking to each other, Ari ' s plan 
on taking Hiccup's name and whatever torture came with it kind of 
backfired on him, and. . . Camicazi had a hidden plan? Seems to me like 
there's a lot more going on on this ship than anyone is really 
aware ...**_ 


_**Whatchya guys think? Like? Dislike? Feel free to leave a review 
with your thoughts. You know how much I love those. **_ 

_**What day is it today? Wednesday? I think it is for most of you, 
anyway. Most of my readers are in the USA. For they rest of us, it's 
Thursday. Anyway, I'm shooting for a Monday post next week. I have 
more time on my hands, considering I'm home bound. (Broken leg. Don't 
ask.) Anyway, hoping to play a little catch-up. You guys deserve it. 

I still have work I have to do at home on the computer but... I'm 
really shooting for Monday. Here's hoping! **_ 

_**Last but not least, a quote from the third part of this series. 
Through the Eyes of Children: The Warriors! This one is from... 

Hiccup ! * *_ 

_**"! don't know, it's just... They're so **_**big. feel like 

a dwarf. Or a troll. A small one."_** 


**_That's all for now, folks! Tata! 
* * 


* *_~StoriesOf AnInsomniac_* * 


14 . Chapter 14 

_**0h, hello there. Excuse me while I kick this chapter out the 
proverbial window and never look at it again. **_ 



_**I actually had this ready last week, but based on the response I 
got from the last chapter, I had to go back and severely edit it. I 
gathered that the majority of you were... upset at what was happening 
to our heros, particularly Hiccup. And I'll admit, it was getting 
pretty bad, and this is not a rated M story. So, I cut their 
suffering short, hence the awkward middle section here. Hiccup only 
has to endure one last thing descriptively, which will be in the next 
chapter, though it's a quicky.**_ 

_**Anyway, I really like the first part of this chapter. I hope you 
do too. And you might notice something in the middle of the horrible 
second part. Lets see how many of you catch it. 

: ) **_ 

_**En joy ! **_ 


_** ^ sexy line **_ 

They didn't believe him at first. 

"Chief...?" Spitelout had questioned, he and Gobber following their 
leader back towards the children's camp. 

"This is not an attack," Stoick told them quickly. "This is the scene 
of a kidnapping." 

None of them were getting it. Gobber had tried to calm him. "Now 
look, Stoick, the bodies-" 

"Are not all ours," Stoick finished, cutting him off. He reached into 
the Night Fury's saddle bag, pulling out Hiccup's old prosthetic and 
holding it out for them all to see. "Because none of them are 
Hiccup . " 

Stoick didn't wait to see the look of realization cross their faces. 
He had an investigation to carry out. 

It had become clear that, clouded by their grief, they were blinded 
to some of the evidence, while the rest they just didn't think to 
look for. For one. Hiccup was not among the bodies left behind. That 
much was clear, and should have been when it became known that all of 
the bodies had two legs, and the fact that Toothless didn't cling to 
any set of remains in particular. They knew that she at least was 
alive. Whomever had captured her, however, wanted it to look like she 
was dead. Hiccup's missing leg turned into a real piece of luck, 
otherwise they would have believed it.. 

It was planned, too. A well thought-out one at that. The map had 
marked off where the young Viking's camp would be. Two of them had 
been ambushed while hunting, as they could tell from the dead bodies, 
footprints, and the doe not far from there. They were dragged to the 
beach, where Freyja had interfered. This led them to believe that Ari 
was alive as well, or at least he was on the beach, as the dragon was 
trained to come straight to him when he called for her. 

The question that was on all their minds was this: what exactly 
happened? 


They argued about it for hours, back in the round hall. It was hard 



enough for Stoick to be in there now that it had been redecorated. 
Everything in it reminded him of Hiccup. The golden dragon hanging 
above them, once depicted dead with a sword in its gut, now flew free 
with a rider on its back. The tapestries, too, pictured her first 
meeting with the Night Fury, the battle with the Beast, and dragons 
and Vikings flying peaceful together. It all made him ache inside. 

The conversation wasn't helping. 

"This is obviously an act of war," one of the elders spoke. "One of 
the Northern Tribes must know of our peace with the dragons and have 
retaliated by kidnapping our young and heir." 

"I wouldn't put it past them Bog Burglars!" another shouted. 

A few voiced their agreement. "Yeah, Chief!" 

"You should have given that girl to their prince when you had the 
chance ! " 

"Now they've gone and stolen them all and' 11 force her hand!" 

"Let's set sail, then!" 

More loud agreements and comments ensued. Some were shouting that it 
could have been Berzerk or even the Meatheads . All were crying for 
war . 

"ENOUGH ! " 

Stoick famous voice was back. The whole hall quieted at his 
thunder-like vocals. That got their attention. 

He continued. "We are not going to war with any Tribe until we figure 
out who took them and why, " he told them. 

"And how do you suppose we do that, then?" someone asked. It was the 
twin's father. "Our children could be out there somewhere and all we 
have to go on as motive is politics." A few calls of agreement. "Now 
I saw we go out there and knock down every door until we find them, 
the Viking way!" Louder agreements. 

Stoick hushed them quickly. "This is not the situation in which we 
can act first and think later, " he countered. "Lives are at stake 
here. Our children. At this moment we are at the brink of war, and we 
will waste time we could be using to find them if we go to war with 
the wrong tribe. This is not the time for us to act likeaOl like 
Vikings . " 

He sighed, giving himself a moment and allowing them to mutter their 
thoughts. In all honesty, he was lost. They had never faced a 
situation like this before. The complexity and seriousness of it led 
him to believe that their usual solution of brute force wouldn't work 
this time. They needed toa€ 1 He looked up, catching the depiction of 
Hiccup holding her hand out to Toothless. They needed to think more 
like Hiccup. 

"What do we do then. Chief?" someone finally asked. 

He looked out at them all. "We need to do something that an enemy 
wouldn't expect, something that may be out only way of getting them 



back." He nodded, convincing himself. "We need to think." 

They all groaned. 

Stoick rolled his eyes. "Oh, come on, you lot!" he shouted, slamming 
his fist on the table. "We need to put our heads together!" He 
gestured to the tapestry he had been looking at. "Our world is 
filling up with smart people. Brilliant people. People like Hiccup. 
And the only kind of person capable of what has occurred on this 
island is someone like that. So, to figure this out, to get them 
back, " he pointed fiercely at the tapestry, "we need to think like 
Hiccup. And what would she do?" 

Silence filled the room as they all thought about it. What would 
Hiccup do? 

Only one person seemed to know. "Ask questions first," Gobber said 
calmly, sipping on his mead. "Act based on answers." He locked eyes 
with Stoick. "That how the lass almost got herself killed in Dragon 
Training. But," he shrugged, "that's also how she befriended a Night 
Fury . " 

"Exactly, " Stoick nodded. "So we need to go over every aspect of the 
evidence before we carry out any actions, question everything. So, 
what do we know? Aside from the dragons, what is every possible 
motive someone might have for doing this?" 

The ideas started to come immediately, the first few obvious. 

"The Bog-Burglars, for the marriage agreement." 

"The Meatheads, as revenge for our last arm-wrestling 
competition . " 

"Dagur because, well, he's insane." 

Spitelout shook his head, brows furled. "None of that makes sense. 
They made it seem as if they had killed them all and left no evidence 
to take the credit. They don't want us to know who they are, and they 
want us to think their all dead. They're not trying to start a 
war . " 

"Aye, I agree with that," Gobber lifted his mug in the man's 
direction. "Must 'a been somethin' they wanted from one of the 
youngins specif ically , then. Think we can all agree it was probably 
Hiccup . " 

"So what, then?" someone asked. "More Outcast's? Bent on making the 
girl train dragons for them?" 

Stoick shook his head. "No, this is too smart for Outcasts, and those 
few were the only ones who knew about the dragons. We took care of 
them . " 

"So the question is," Gobber concluded, "what's something so 
important that our little Hiccup would know that would move an 
unknown mastermind to kidnap her?" He looked to Stoick. "Family 
secret, perhaps?" 

Stoick concentrated . Hard. He shuffled through everything in his 



mind, searching for a clue, a thought, anything that might help them 
solve this mystery. What could Hiccup know, or what could someone 
think she knows, that would persuade someone to kidnap her in hopes 
of discovering the secrets to some treasure she apparently 
possessed? 

He froze. Of course. Treasure. 

"Chief?" Spitelout saw the realization come to his eyes. 

The great man snapped up, his posture straight and his eyes alert. He 
turned to the bookkeeper. "Get me everything we have on Haddock 
lineage, every letter or note or drawing. I want everything. Anything 
with the name Grimbeard the Ghastly." He turned to address the rest 
of them. "Whoever 's done this is after Grimbeard' s treasure, and they 
think Hiccup knows how to find it." 

"The loot of a thousand Tribes?" Gobber asked, awestruck. The men 
were talking around them, also astounded at this reveal. "Who do you 
suppose it is then?" 

Stoick shuffled through the maps packed together beside him near the 
table. "Couldn't say, and I haven't the slightest hope in finding 

them. They could be sailing in circles around the ocean, waiting for 
Hiccup to give them answers she may not realize she has. Hopefully, 
it will take her a few days to give up whatever information she can 
think of, given she's stubborn, than a few more to figure out what it 
means. That should give us enough time." 

Gobber was next to him now, helping him unroll a map. "Time for what 

then, Stoick?" 

Stoick the Vast stared at the detailed map of all the known Northern 
Islands for a few moments, then abruptly took his dagger from his 
belt and stabbed it's center. 

"To find it first." 

**_ a sexy line _** 

Hiccup was starting to remember a lot about her great-great 
grandfather. Funny how when your body hurt your mind could remember 
the damndest things. 

For one, she was for sure now that Grimbeard couldn't swim. It was 
something of a joke to all Pirates and Vikings around. He stayed on 
shore or on the boat, never in the water. No one dared question him 
about it, though, or tease. It would have cost them their life. It 
was safe to say that avoiding water wasn't the reason for his stained 
hands . 

For another, and also something that he could be teased about, he was 
not a large man. He was small in stature. Shorter than most all men. 
He was a strong man, but a small man. Not scrawny, but broad and 
tapered, just in a smaller form. He never let this stop him, though. 
He was the most feared man of the Northern Sea for quite a while, 
and, once again, if anyone made fun of him, it was the last thing 
they did. 


He believed in family, and next to nothing but. He was loyal to them 



and to his crew, his other family. Any sort of betrayal would cut him 
at the heart and would not be tolerated. This is why he had been so 
quick to kill his son. Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the first, and why 
he committed suicide not long later after the reveal of his son not 
being a traitor. This was also why, in his deteriorating mental 
state, he had left everything, the whole of the treasure, to his dead 
son . 

Grimbeard was also a very smart man. He liked puzzles, and his 
greatest joy was besting someone in a battle of wits. He loved 
surprising people, making things difficult for them, and doing things 
no one would expect. He questioned everything, over thought 
everything, and the answers he got made him one of the smartest men 
in the ocean. 

There were smaller things she remembered as well, things that seemed 
of less importance. He was left-handed. He crafted his blade himself. 
He had a lovely singing voice. The list went on. 

Each day she remembered things, though each day they did her no 
good . 

Each day, her and Ari were brought up to the deck into the blinding 
light of day. Each day, they did something to Hiccup, trying to force 
answers out of Ari that he didn't have. Each day was something 
different. Alvin carried out some of it. That large brute with the 
dark hair and light skin did the rest. Heimdall only hurt her once 
more, visibly shoving the large brute out of the way as they prepared 
her for her second whipping. The next day he had a black eye and a 
split lip, though she didn't think much of it. 

Each day Ari swore that he would kill him. He swore that he would 
kill them all, during her daily punishments and afterward in the 
brig. Each day she would tell him to stop, her voice hoarse as 
Thuggery tended to her per Ruffnut's instructions. 

"Would you do it, though?" he asked softly one day, keeping his voice 
low as she rested. 

She knew what he was asking. Would she kill Alvin? Heimdall? The 
large brute? Was she capable of doing that? Killing a man? She 
honestly didn't know. A part of her thought that it would make her 
just as bad as them; same stains, different blood. Another part of 
her, however, thought of Ari back in the forest. How he had killed 
those two men attacking them without a second thought. But then 
after, even splattered with blood, he was so soft and gentle with 
her, holding her close to calm her. She doubted Alvin, Heimdall , or 
the Brute were capable of such a thing. Ari was still able to show 
kindness. But did that justify his actions? Would it justify her's if 
she killed someone? 

She honestly didn't know, and thinking about it was making her 
headache worse. So in answer. Hiccup shook her head. "I don't know. 
It's justa€ 1 " she sighed, "I'm not a killer." Her thoughts wandered 
back to Toothless, as they had often over the days. She went on. "I 
don't see how humans are any different from dragons, which we know 
I'm incapable of killing. If anything it's worse, even if they are 
Pirates . " 


"They would kill you, though, " he argued. 



She shrugged, instantly regretting it as pain shot through her 
shoulder. "All the more reason not to, then," she ground out, teeth 
clenched. She wanted to add, 'I don't want to be like them', but the 
conversation died after Ruff told her sternly to stop talking and to 
rest, ordering Thuggery to make her. 

The days continued like this, and before they all knew it, nearly a 
week had passed. Camicazi reappeared one morning. Twit with her, but 
was gone again two days later. Food appeared outside their cells each 
morning, though if anyone knew where it came from they didn't say. 
Ruff and Julian argued when she wasn't helping tend to Hiccup. 
Thuggery tried to keep the peace. Snotlout sat fuming as he assessed 
Hiccup's state each day. Tuffnut was cranky. Ari whistled with the 
Windwalker occasionally , but other than that didn't speak much save 
his daily promises of murder. Hiccup didn't speak much either, 
sleeping mostly. Fishlegs didn't speak at all. 

They lost track of the days, and some began to lose hope. Hiccup, in 
all honesty, started to wonder when Alvin would just give up and kill 
her, kill them all. She was starting to think it a better 
alternative . 

The others tried to cheer her up, telling her it would all be over 
soon. Alvin would give up with them, realize they didn't know 
anything. Their tribe would come for them. They would be home soon. 

It was rather pointless. They all knew better. 

Even Thuggery, the boy she could always count on when they were 
younger to turn things around. That good natured soul that always 
managed to make her smile. He had stopped giving her assurances after 
the third day. Since then, she had seen a panic set in his eyes, 
steadily growing by the day. 

It was Snotlout 's birthday, the day everything changed. 

He startled the group with a bitter laugh. "It's my birthday today," 
he told them, picking at his nails to avoid their eyes. "I should be 
having my ceremony right about now." 

Tuff scoffed, flicking something from his finger to the other side of 
his cell. "Happy birthday. You're a man now." 

"That meansa€ 1 " Ruff stopped herself from finishing it, but all the 
Berkians knew what she was going to say. Her and Fishlegs should have 
been married by now. The two looked away without comment. 

No one had come into the brig yet to collect Ari and Hiccup, so when 
the door opened they tensed up, expecting it to be time. It was a mix 
of relief and anger though at seeing who stood there. 

Anna walked into the room with her head ducked low. The confidence 
she'd once had in her step was gone, though this wouldn't be noticed 
by the naked eye. She cast a side glance in Hiccup's direction. The 
girl was currently laying on her side, her head in Thuggery's lap as 
he pressed wet cloth to the side of her face. The Spanish girl 
quickly tore her eyes away. She stopped in front of Tuff's cell, 
instead turning her attention to him. 


She unlocked and opened his door. "Captain want's you to scrub the 



deck . " 


_** ^ sexy line **_ 

Tuff knelt on the ship deck, scrubbing with all his might. Normally, 
he wouldn't have tried so hard or put much effort into it at all, but 
he did this time. Partly it was because he feared what they would do 
to him if he didnt . The other part was just him working out his 
aggrestion targeted at a certain dark beauty seated a few feet 
away . 

He paused a moment, moving his hands up to brush aside his bangs. Of 
course, the task could have been easier had she not bond his hands 
together . 

He huffed in irritation, then looked up to see if she would react. 
Nothing. Anna stayed frozen in the same position she had been for the 
past twenty minutes. She sat on the railing, one leg hanging over the 
side and one hand gripping a rope to keep her steady, her eyes gazing 
out at the open water. 

He huffed again, still with no reaction, and returned to his work. 

His hands were getting red. He was sure he would have blisters by the 
end. Then again, he could get it down so much faster if she would 
just untie him. 

He pointed this out to her rather loudly. "You know, this would be a 
lot easier with two hands." 

Nothing . 

"I don't suppose you have enough of a heart left to let me 
loose . " 

Still nothing. 

"Then again, you did turn us over to an insane pirate and let him 
beat one of us to a pulp for a stupid treasure hunt, so I guess I 
shouldn't expect much." 

She didn't even flinch. 

He sighed. "Look, I get it, okay? You've got your own reasons and 
agenda and this is your life. We're on opposite sides. But can you 
just work with me for a second here, Anna? I know you don't want to 
be out here with me and this could go so much faster if 
you-" 

"What?" 

He looked up at her. She was staring down at him in confusion. "Were 
you speaking to me?" She asked him. 

He blinked. It hadn't occurred to him that she wasn't ignoring her; 
she just wasn't paying attention. The sound of her name must have 
caught it. "Uhm, yeah," he responded. He held up his bound hands. 

"Cut me loose? I'll get the job done faster." 

She blinked. "Oh." She hopped down with the utmost grace, something 
only achieved by a lifetime at sea. She pulled a dagger and knelt 



down in front of him, then made quick work with freeing him from the 
binds. "Lo siento. I did not trust you not to do a stupid thing 
leaving the brig." She had a heavy accent, he noticed, due to Norse 
not being her mother tongue. She drug some syllables out and was 
overly formal. That, and the occasional Spanish word would slip 
in . 

She stood up, tapping the hilt of her sword, then gestured to the 
other crew members on deck. "I do not think you would try anything 
now, though." 

He knew that. Trying anything now would surely end in his death. He 
shot her a look, rubbing his wrists as she made her way back to her 
original spot. "Oh come on, I'm not that stupid." 

"No, " she agreed. She shrugged. "But desperation can turn even the 
smartest man into an imbecile." 

He dumped his brush in the bucket, then scrubbed some more. "Is that 
why you tried to fight when I brought you back to our camp? Because 
you were desperate? Or was the whole thing an act?" 

She didn't answer him, instead looking back out at the sea. Right. He 
doubted he would get any kind of answers from her. She was a Pirate, 
a spy at that. She wouldn't admit to anything. Still, that wouldn't 
stop him from trying. 

"Okay, lets try this again," he muttered to himself. He looked up and 
raised his voice. "So, you speak Norse." She whipped her head around 
and shot him an annoyed look. He held his hands up in defence. "Hey, 
just trying to make conversation." 

She turned back to the sea. "You are not here for conversation," she 
told him, her voice sharp. 

"No, that's right." He looked up. "I'm here to scrub the deck, which 
last time I checked, was Julian's job." He shrugged and kept 
scrubbing. "And my friends are here to be tortured and interrogated. 
Right. That makes sense." 

When he looked up again she had stepped down from the rail, facing 
him with her hands gripping the rail. "It will do you no good to 
blame me. It is not my fault, what is happening to your friends." 

He scoffed. "Of course it is. You brought us here, and you knew 
exactly what would happen to us." 

She stepped up to him. "You know nothing, " she hissed. He stood as 
well, rising to her challenge and forcing her to look up. "I have not 
laid a hand on you or your friends." 

"No," he growled back. "You just spied on us until I found you. Then 
you broke my nose after I was trying to help you. We all tried to 
help you . " 

"You tied me to a tree, " she countered. 

"We were being cautious," he shot back. "You were a stranger. But we 
didn't beat you or whip you or anything. We helped you because we 
thought you were lost and alone. My sister fixed your cut. We fed 



you. We kept you warm." He made a pointed look at the shawl on her 
shoulders, his shawl, that she was still wearing. "We were going to 
bring you back with us to our tribe, where you would have been 
accepted, because we trusted you. Hiccup trusted you." He shook his 
head in disgust. "And how do you repay us? By setting us up? Lying to 
us? Handing us over to an insane Pirate?" 

If he didn't know better, he would have thought he saw her flush 
slightly in guilt. She cast her eyes down. "It was not supposed to be 
this way," she told him, her voice dropping to a whisper. "It was not 
my intention-" 

"Yeah?" he barked, his anger not having died at all. "Tell that to 
the bleeding girl in the brig." 

This time he was sure he saw it, a flash of shame in her eyes, and 
for a moment they just stood there. Both breathing hard, bodies 
tense, his in anger, her in what he wasn't sure. But she held his 
hard gaze. Anna was a very reserved person, but he was learning that 
there were certain facial cues that would be missed by most, but 
would give away everything to someone who was paying attention. Like 
right then, when she clenched her jaw. She was holding something 
back . 

She didn't say what she wanted, he knew. Instead she stepped away, 
casting her eyes down. "It does not matter now," she finally said. 
"You are all here. Nothing can change this." 

Tuff didn't back down. "Well we won't be for long if we keep getting 
treated like this. Hiccup will be dead in like, three days if we're 
lucky and you know it . " 

"She will be dead by sunset if you do not listen to me." 

He blinked. Her voice was a harsh whisper, her eyes darting around to 
see if anyone was listening. He was genuinely surprised. "What?" 

She sighed impatiently. "Listen, the boy Haddock has not given any 
useful information in all the days you have been aboard. Alvin is 
losing his patience. If the he does not give him an answer today, 
anything that might help in the treasure hunt, " she paused, meeting 
his eyes, "he's going to kill your group off, starting with her." 

He shook his head, part in disbelief and part in panic. "What? But I 
thought- I thought he needed us for something. That's why he was 
keeping us alive." 

"No," she shook quickly shook her head. "Well, yes. He thinks he 
needs you for lossa€l . lossa€l" she struggled to find the proper 
words. She tried again. "To protect his crew. So that you might die 
by the traps when we get there instead. But he cares more about 
finding the treasure than the lives of others." 

"But-" He ran a frustrated hand through his bangs, brushing them 
back. "You don't understand. Hiccup- Ari doesn't know anything. 
Nothing about the treasure. All he knows about Grimbeard is that 
sword was his and that he could sing or something. We don't know 
anything . " 

It was her turn to be surprised. "Nothing?" she pressed. He assured 



her not. She looked out over the rail, regret in the corner of her 
eyes. "Then I can not help you. Unless she proves herself somehow to 
be useful, Alvin will kill her before the day is done." 

Tuff let out a frustrated sigh. "There has to be something-" he 
paused as he looked out over a railing as she did. "Uhm, why are we 
practically beached on an island?" 

This time she sighed, though it sounded more annoyed. "Alvin wants 
one more dragon before we set course for the treasure, assuming he 
finds out where it is." 

Tuff scowled. "Okay, I don't care if he's supposedly brilliant. What 
kind of Pirate captures live dragons and puts them inside his 
ship? " 

Anna was quick to respond. "A desperate one." Tuff frowned. Anna 
sighed again. "It is a messy process." 

Tuff's head snapped up. He shot his eyes to her, an idea exploding in 
his head. She blinked when she saw the intensity in his eyes. 

"It doesn't have to be." 

_** a sexy line **_ 

_**To Bigby the Big Bad Wolf, who wanted someone to break Anna's 
nose, don't worry. She'll get it. I'm keeping one last surprise up my 
sleeve regarding her, though. Hopefully it will knock your socks 
off . **_ 

_**Thoughts? I didn't particularly hate it, I just struggled with it 
so much that I'm just kind of done with it. What did you guys think 
of it? Stoick and the Tribe trying to think like Hiccup? Hiccup 
giving up? Tuffnut and Anna in cahoots? And I swear it speeds up 
after this. This was the last kind of stuf f-going-on-but-not-really 
chapter. We have to find out what Camicazi is up to, right? And of 
course, there's this treasure that needs finding. **_ 

_**Let me know your thoughts. But before that, here's a quote from 
the third part of this story. This one is from... *shocker* Heimdall! 
That guy that everyone hates right now! **_ 

_**"A person can only have two reasons for doing anything. Chief; out 
of love, or out of fear."**_ 

_**That'll give you something to think about for a while. **_ 

_**I have the next chapter ready so... how bad do you want it? 

: ) **_ 

_**Peace out.**_ 

_* *~StoriesOf Aninsomniac* *_ 


15. Chapter 15 
**Well, hello there! ** 



**_Is it still Monday for anyone? It's Tuesday for me. But look! An 
update! And it's only been like, four days! I must really like you 
guys or something. :) Nah, you guys are just awesome reviewers, so 
you convinced me._** 

**_I'm actually pretty proud of this chapter. Very action packed. 
We're crawling our way out of the depth of the brig guys. Almost 
there * 

**_Pay attention to the lullaby here. It's incredibly important. 

0 . o_* * 

**_En joy !_** 


**_ a sexy line _** 

Hiccup struggled to sit up. 

"What are they doing?" she asked. There was loud creaking happening 
behind the curtains, followed by a rush of cold air and the whistle 
of a Windwalker. 

"They must be getting another dragon," Thuggery answered her. "It's 
not a very pleasant experience for the beast. I would do my best to 
ignore, if it bothers you." 

But she couldn't. None of them could. They could hear the dragon 
already, roaring and crying out. They were hurting it, dragging it 
into the ship. The wind was blowing harshly, and eventually it blew 
the curtain away, revealing the other half of the brig and the 
outside world. 

The Windwalker was bigger than she thought it would be; easily twice 
the size of Toothless. He was beautiful in her eyes, and likely in 
only five other pairs aboard, his scales as blue as a summer sky. And 
the other dragon, it was a Grapple Grounder. Red scales brighter than 
that of a Nightmare with gold patterns on it's back. He wasn't as 
big, his body thin and snake-like. As Fishlegs would say, though, she 
knew this was for +12 speed. Grounders were remarkably fast on land, 
and quick with their movements in the air. 

Both dragons lifted their heads, eying the group. The Grounder 
briefly acknowledged them before turning her head out to the open air 
and growling. The Windwalker, however, with his snout just a foot 
away from the bars separating him and Ari, leaned forward, letting 
out a low whistle. 

Ari slowly approached the dragon, caught in it's trance. The 
Windwalker had the clearest blue eyes, bright and intelligent like 
Toothless', and they were locked on Ari ' s . Ari whistled back, 
grabbing one of the bars and extending his other hand out to 
him . 

"Whoa, hey! What are you-" Ruffnut slapped her hand over Julian's 
mouth, cutting off his protests. 

The Windwalker let out three soft notes, which Ari returned. This, in 
turn, seemed to please the dragon. A beat later, the dragon had his 
snout pressed against Ari ' s hand, a low hum emanating from the depths 
of his throat. Ari pet him softly. 



Julian mumbled something of surprise against Ruff's hand. "Great 
Odin's ghost," Thuggery breathed, staring in awe at the simple fact 
that Ari ' s arm was still attached to his body. She would have reacted 
to this, but she was distracted. 

"Aria€ 1 " she trailed off, staring at the dragon. "Does 
hea€ 1 ?" 

"Yeah," he answered her. "He does." So he thought the same thing. 

That dragon did look familiar. But from where? There weren't many 
Windwalkers flying around Berk; they were pretty rare. It's been 
years since anyone has seen one. So then why did this one look so 
familiar? 

"How?" she asked. Maybe Ari knew. 

But he shook his head. "I don't know." 

She didn't have time to think about it more, as Thuggery interrupted 
her thoughts. "So what, you just whistle at a dragon and it won't 
kill you?" 

Hiccup sighed. Well, it wasn't really a secret anymore, what they 
could do with dragons. She may as well tell him this much. "No," she 
told him quietly. "Every dragon is different. You just have to figure 
out how to get through to them. Windwalkers communicate through 
whistling so, " she gestured at the boy and the dragon, "there you 


Now he was curious. "How do you get through to a Terrible 
Terror? " 

She turned to him, offering a small smile. "You toss him a fish." 

At the sound of a roar, all attention was drawn to the outside. The 
Windwalker turned his head and growled, pulling at his chains to try 
and get a look outside. Another roar, followed by shouts of several 
men. Their level on the ship was too high up, so they couldn't see 
what was happening on the beach. They could hear it, though. Every 
bit of it. Hiccup grit her teeth. 

"They're doing it all wrong," she all but growled. 

The others were fairly upset as well. "I hope the dragon kills them," 
Snotlout muttered. 

"Usually it's the dragon that ends up dead," Thuggery informed him. 
"They can't get control of it long enough to get it in the 
ship . " 

Suddenly, the door to the brig swung open. They all watched as Anna 
marched right in, Tuffnut at her side. He wasn't bound, and she 
didn't even put him back in his cell before stopping at Hiccup and 
Thuggery's. Hiccup stood up to meet her just as she pulled out a set 
of keys. 

"What are you doing?" she asked in complete befuddlement . 


Anna met her eyes as she found the right key. Her answer was simple 



falling off her lips as if it were obvious. "Saving your life." Then 
she jammed the key in the lock and unlatched it, pulling the bars 
open with urgency. 

Instead of binding her or grabbing her like Hiccup thought she would, 
Anna just held the door open for her. She gestured forward. "Come," 
she urged. But Hiccup was still skeptical. What was this, a breakout 
attempt? It was a poor one, if that, and she wouldn't go anywhere 
without the others. More than likely it was a trap, and she was 
determined not to be so easily fooled. She looked at Tuff, willing an 
explanation or even a hidden look to not fall for it. But he 
surprised her, too. 

He gave her a nod of reassurance. "She's trying to help. Hie," he 
assured her. He nodded outside. "Tame the dragon to prove yourself 
useful, otherwise Alvin will kill you by sundown." 

Once again, she was surprised, and now a wave of fear washed over 
her. She looked back to Anna, who was waiting less than patiently. If 
what Tuff was saying was true, she really didn't have another choice. 
Tentatively, she took a step forward out of the cell. 

Limping slightly, she followed Anna's lead to the door of the 
dragon's cell. As she searched for the key, Anna spoke softly. "If 
what he says you can do is true, I can promise you that Alvin will 
let you liveaCl" she found the key, "... for now." She jammed the key 
in the door and turned the lock, but paused before opening it. "Once 
you are inside, I will lock the door behind you. No one will save you 
should you fail. You will be on your own." She looked at her. "Do you 
understand? " 

Sometimes Hiccup forgot how terrifying it should be to be locked in a 
room with a dragon. Anna obviously thought this was a big deal as she 
eyed her carefully. Hiccup simply nodded, not seeing the need to 
explain that it wasn't afraid in the slightest. As a last parting, 
Anna offered her a small dagger, which Hiccup declined with a wave of 
her hand. 

"I won't need it." 

The Spanish girl just gave her a look that clearly said she thought 
she was crazy, but she opened the door regardless. 

Once Hiccup was inside, Anna made quick work of locking the door 
behind her. Both the chained dragon's eyes were on her. The 
Windwalker quickly accepted her presence, whistling softly and 
extending his head toward her. Hiccup even ran her hand over his 
scales as she walked by. She heard a few Spanish mutters of disbelief 
behind her, but she continued on without acknowledgement. The Grapple 
Grounder seemed a bit more testy, obviously more expressive of it's 
displeasure of the situation. Hiccup kept her distance from her, 
staying out of it's chain range. She wasn't her focus right 
then . 

She reached the end of the area, toes of her boots at where the 
opening dropped off. She could see then that some kind of fold-out 
ramp had been set up, extending down to the waterline by the shore. 
Not far up the beach, she saw the dragon. 


It was a Devilish Dervish. Blood red scales mixed with black and a 



blue underbelly. An impressive set of teeth and claws. Horns and 
spikes decorated his back. He was quite large, his body built for 
strength. Hiccup vaguely remembered reading that it could easily 
break apart boulders, and it's skin was as tough as such. But she 
needed more information. 

"'Legs'!" she call behind her. "It's a Devilish Dervish!" 

The large boy spoke for the first time in days. "Strength oriented," 
he called back. "Doesn't breathe fire, but can crush a man's skull 
with a single claw. Poor eyesight, relies primarily on hearing, 
energy waves, and somewhat smell." 

She nodded in understanding, then looked at Ari . "I might need that 
whistle, " she gestured to the one around his neck, the one he used to 
call Freyja. 

He took it off without protest and tossed it to her through the bars. 
"Do your thing, " he offered. 

She caught it with ease, giving him a small smile in return. She 
didn't expect one from him, still unsure of where they stood, but her 
heart warmed when the corner of his mouth turned up and he nodded at 
her in reassurance. Then the dragon roared again. That's when Hiccup 
sprang into action. 

She scrambled down the ramp, her whole body protesting due to her 
injuries. She tripped at the very end, falling face first into the 
knee-deep water. The feeling of the cold shocked her whole system, 
and she gasped when she surfaced. The salt stung her wounds, her 
back. She haphazardly pushed her drenched hair out of her eyes and 
trudged forward, practically dragging her bad leg behind her. She 
tried to push the pain away as best she could, focusing her thoughts 
instead on the dragon. The dragon needed her. There was no need for 
it to die. Alvin's men were going to kill her before they ever got 
her on the ship. 

"Stop!" she cried as soon as the reached the sandy shore. The men 
were surrounding the dragon, weapons and ropes out. They were scaring 
her. She hobbled toward them as fast as she could. "Please, 
stop ! " 

They paid her no mind, probably not hearing her over their own 
shouting. They already had ropes over the dragon, keeping her on the 
ground, and were poking and prodding her with their weapons to try 
and move her in toward the ship. 

Hiccup pushed past them, her small body fitting between two men in 
their circle. The barked in protest, asking her if she had a death 
wish. Hiccup ignored them and approached the dragon. She stopped ten 
feet from her. The dragon's roars stopped almost instantly, sensing 
Hiccup's presence. She sniffed the air, the brought her head down and 
turned it to the side, peered down at Hiccup curiously as best she 
could with her poor vision. 

Step one: Strong dragons appreciate a display of bravery. 

She had caught the dragon's attention. Good. She held her gaze for 
several seconds before taking a deep breath and turning her back to 
her . 



step two: The stronger they are, the braver you should be. 


She addressed the men, who were staring at her as if she'd lost her 
mind. "Drop your weapons," she told them. "She'll only fight you if 
she feels threatened." 

They scowled at her. "We ain't doin' nothin' you say, love," one 
sneered. It was that large brute, the one that carried out most of 
her tortures. "Us ain't got the same death with as you." Several 
voiced their agreement. He stepped forward, sword drawn. "Now hows 
about you move you move yourself out of the way, or I '11s make 


She put herself between him and the dragon, holding her hands up. 
"Please, stop! You're making a serious mistake! I can get her into 
the ship, just put your weapons down!" 

The Brute didn't listen, instead raising his sword at the girl, 
obviously having lost his patience. A low growl came from behind her, 
and Hiccup tried to brace herself from both ends, before a voice 
stopped them all. 

"I'd listen to her," Alvin called from the deck of the ship above 
them. He leaned against the railing, thoroughly enjoying the show. 
"That dragon could have killed her at any point in the past two 
minutes, and yet she's still alive." He shrugged, a sick smile of joy 
on spread across his face. "Seems to me she knows what shes 
doing . " 

Hiccup breathed a sigh of relief. At least now she knew she would 
live another day. The pirates didn't react as well to the news. The 
Brute glared back down at her, while the others were blatantly 
reluctant. "Drop your weapons," she repeated, her voice lower this 
time, but still firm. The dragon growled behind her, solidifying her 
command . 

The men slowly started to put down their weapons. Heimdall was among 
them, she realized, as he was the first to set his down. Soon they 
were all on the ground, and Hiccup sighed in relief once more. 

Step three: Eliminate all signs of threat. 

"Now everyone back away," she ordered them. "Don't surround her." 
Again, they were reluctant, but did as they were told. 

Step four: Make the dragon feel as if they are in control of the 
situation . 

She felt Alvin's eyes on her as she turned back to the dragon. The 
air was still, silent, and the dragon hadn't moved. She turned her 
head again, trying to get a look at her from the other eye, still 
trying to figure out what exactly Hiccup was and what she was doing. 
Hiccup reached for Ari ' s whistle around her neck. 

Step five: Connect. 

She blew the whistle softly. The noise was too high for human ears, 
but dragon's could hear it, especially those that relied on their 
hearing. This one heard it. She cocked her head to the side at the 



sound, but just as soon shied away, a sound of discomfort emanating 
from it's throat. 

Hiccup stopped, wincing slightly. Okay, she needed a lower tone. She 
wished for a second that she had snagged Ari ' s flute as well, though 
she doubted it would do her any good. She hadn't the slightest clue 
how to play the thing. Whistling was out as well; she couldn't do 
that to save her life. She had to try something else. 

As the dragon was still unsure of Hiccup's presence. Hiccup knew she 
needed to do something to calm her, show her she wasn't a threat, and 
draw her in at the same time. She needed to use her voice. And then 
the idea came to her: what was more calming than a lullaby? 

She started humming first, a happy family lullaby coming easily to 
her, even if it had been nearly a decade since either of her parents 
sang to her. It caught the dragon's attention, at least. She lowered 
her head level with Hiccup, though still keeping a safe distance. 
Hiccup extended her hand out to her, still humming softly. The dragon 
reached forward a bit, but didn't move to touch Hiccup's hand. She 
would need more for that. 

Without another thought. Hiccup opened her mouth and started to sing 
the tune, the words coming to her as if they never left. 

_Are you ready young one_ 

_For an adventure so great_ 

_Hold your sword before you_ 

_There ' s gold to find as of late_ 

It was a simple lullaby, one about a young Viking that goes out 
exploring. The Devilish Dervish was responding, humming in 
curiosity . 

_You are brave and strong_ 

_There is nothing to fear_ 

_Leave your smelly socks at home_ 

_Theres no need for them here_ 

The dragon extended her head, slowly inching it's snout towards 
Hiccup ' s hand . 

_The sun has set and the warmth with it_ 

_Feel the winter winds as you fall_ 

_The cold will suit you better_ 

_You're a Viking, after all_ 

She was so close, so close. The song was ending. 

_Through the Pirate's mouth_ 



_You'll find your luck abound_ 

_But beware the waters, dear_ 

_that you shall not drown_ 

Finally, the dragon pressed her snout to the girls palm. Hiccup 
smiled and pet her softly, then finished the song. 

_From within, you will find_ 

_You shall not be lost, nor will you fight_ 

_For with the dragon's head_ 

_You will find your strength, and you will find your right_ 

The dragon hummed again and pressed her snout to Hiccup's middle. 
Hiccup smiled, breathing a soft laugh and scratched behind her 
ears . 

Step six: Earn their trust. 

Hiccup became aware of all the eyes on her. The Pirates all looked on 
in awe, their jaws hanging open like a Thunderdrum. She looked back 
at the ship, up to where Alvin stood. His expression hadn't changed. 
If anything, his grin had widened. All he offered her was a nod of 
approval. She took this as her guarantee of life for the next 24 
hours . 

The Dervish nudged her middle again, reminding Hiccup that the job 
was not yet over. So she sang again, the same lullaby, and slowly 
started stepping backward, leading the dragon to the ship. She hated 
to do it. She wanted to shoo it away, let it be free. But she would 
likely be killed before she got away, and another dragon would just 
replace her the next day. At least this way she was alive and 
unharmed . 

A few men ran ahead of her into the ship, preparing the chains she 
guessed. The dragon followed her without trouble, only pausing for a 
moment at the water line as they approached the ramp. She kept 
singing, even when they entered the ship, and kept stepping backward. 
She kept singing as her back hit the bars and she stopped. And she 
tried to keep singing, to let her voice be heard above the roars, as 
the men locked the chains around her. It was a fruitless goal at that 
point, and she soon stopped, cut off abruptly by a sharp roar. 

She pressed herself against the bars as the dragon lunged around, 
trying in vain to be free of the chains rapidly enclosing around her. 
The other dragons were getting upset as well. Hiccup narrowly missed 
a swipe from the Grounder's claws, only avoiding it by a hand 
grabbing her and roughly pulling her through the crack in in the bar 
door . 

Anna had pulled her so quick and hard that Hiccup fell back onto the 
floor. The Spanish girl made quick work of locking the door before 
whipping around to face Hiccup. 

No one said anything, not even Julian. For a while, Anna just stared 
down at her. They all did. All except Tuffnut, who was giving Anna a 



look that clearly said 'I told you so'. Anna dismissed this quickly 
and kept her eyes on Hiccup. She was looking down at her in such a 
way, in fear, wonderment, disbelief, that Hiccup wasn't sure if she 
was going to kill her or do perform an act of worship. It went on for 
so long that Hiccup had long started to feel uncomfortable under her 
gaze. Finally, Anna spoke, muttering soft, disbelieving Spanish words 
under her breath that only Hiccup could hear and understand. 

The shake in her head was almost nonexistent. "Ai,QuiA©n es 
usted? " 

Another beat of silence followed until Anna finally snapped herself 
out of it. She blinked several times and shook her head once more, 
then reached her hand out to Hiccup. 

"Come," she said. "Alvin will want to see you." 

_** a sexy line **_ 

This time when the walked out to the deck, it was different. 

They followed Anna closely, one after another. Tuff first, with Ari 
pulling up the rear, and Hiccup between them. None of them were 
bound . 

The crew all kept their distance, watching them pass in amazement, 
particularly Hiccup. No one dared touch them. No one dragged them. No 
one taunted them or poked at were soft murmurings all around them, 
but nothing like the calls and taunts that they had received before. 
The three walked tall and undisturbed. Yes, things were much 
different now. 

Hiccup's body ached. Her back and shoulders were on fire. She 
struggled to breathe properly. Her head pounded, and the bruises on 
her face pulsed painfully. But she forced herself to stand tall, to 
walk proud. She still limped slightly, despite her best efforts, but 
she held her head high. She had no reason to cower in fear in front 
of them anymore. Now, they were afraid of her. She had just displayed 
a power that they had never seen before, a power that was greater 
than any fist or sword, a power that went beyond any form of torture 
that they could come up with. 

Alvin was waiting for them on the deck. They stopped in front of him. 
No one moved to force them onto their knees, so they stood tall, 
their eyes and expressions hard. Hiccup saw no reason to be afraid of 
what might be done to her. Nearly a week of torture had hardened her, 
formed a callus, in that she couldn't bring herself to care or be 
afraid . 

Besides, what could they do to her now. 

"Well, well, well," Alvin began, stepping towards them slowly. He 
shook his head before looking up at Hiccup. "And here I thought you 
could no longer surprise me." He chuckled softly. "How wrong I 
was . " 

He stopped in front of her, forcing her to look up. This time. Hiccup 
didn't snake back or try to pull away. This time she glared up at 
him, jaw set tight. The sarcasm had even returned. 



"You have no idea how much joy that brings me, " she responded, 
pausing before spitting out, "Captain." 

He merely raised his eyebrows in amusement. "Ah, so the girl finds 
her voice." He idaly plays with a piece of her hair. "Tell me, where 
did you learn to speak with such authority?" He bent down, bringing 
his face close to hers and looking her straight in the eye. "Who are 
you, young dragon tamer? Certainly not just a blacksmith." 

Hiccup straightened her back further, lifting her chin. This was the 
moment for her to take her name back from Ari, for this was the 
moment she knew Alvin would believe her. 

Her voice was loud, firm, authoritative. "My name is Hiccup 
Horrendous Haddock, and I am the heir of the Hairy Hooligan 
Tribe . " 

There were several sounds and looks of surprise. She saw Anna looking 
at her out of the corner of her eye, her face etched in shock. She 
felt Ari, too, but his glare was hard. She ignored them both, keeping 
her eyes trained on Alvin. He didn't look shocked at all. Instead, he 
smiled, then laughed. 

"Ha!" he exclaimed. "I should have known!" He shook his head again 
and stepped back, his face lit in utter joy. "It was staring at me 
all the while. And you played your part so well, my dear." He wagged 
a finger at the three of them. "You're a clever bunch, you. You 
fooled me well. Kept my attention on the more likely candidate, 
though that very well backfired on you, didn't it?" He gestured to 
Hiccup's state. "Sorry, my dear. Had I known, I would have beaten him 
instead." He jerked his thumb in Ari ' s direction. 

"But you will now?" Ari asked, all but a bit too eager for the 
answer . 

Alvin flashed him a smile. "Oh no, by boy," he laughed. "There is no 
need for that now." 

Ari set his jaw, but didn't get a chance to ask as Hiccup did it for 
him. "Why not?" 

Alvin looked back at her and sighed in pleasure, but didn't answer 
her question. He shook his head again. "Chief's daughter. A young 
Viking princess." He hummed. "This is just wonderful." 

"But you're not going to beat Ari?" Hiccup asked again, annoyed at 
not having been answered. "Or any of the others?" 

"No, I won't," he assured her, smiling. "I hardly expect results out 
of that after the week we've had. You've proven yourselves a 
resilient bunch, and I'd rather keep you than kill you off. You are 
much more valuable to me now. And like I said, there is no need now. 
You will do as I say from now on, without argument." 

Hiccup's eyes flashed in fury. "I will not." 

Alvin seemed hardly bothered by this. He took a piece of her hair in 
his fingers again. "Oh, but you will. You will tell me everything you 
know about your grandfather's sword and the treasure, and you will 
tame and help me capture as many dragons for me as I wish." 



Hiccup's anger only grew, and she could feel Ari ' s and Tuff's growing 
as well. "And what makes you think I will do that?" 


He ignored her, continuing. "You have a lovely singing voice, by the 
way. I do hope you will sing me that lullaby again." He hummed and 
pushed some of her hair out of the way, then brushed his fingers 
against her cheek and looked down at her in a way that Hiccup did not 
like at all. "And you really are quite beautiful, my dear," he 
murmured . 

Hiccup pulled back then, his fingers like fire on her skin, and not 
in a good way. She didn't want to think about the hidden meaning in 
his words. There was only one person she would ever allow to be that 
way, and he was standing next to her. She had let Ari touch her in 
places no one else had ever been near, and just the thought of Alvin 
even coming close made her feel sick. 

But Alvin just laughed at her reaction. "Yes, I do believe we will 
get along quite well." He stepped away then, and Hiccup could just 
feel the tension vibrating off Ari ' s body as he used every ounce of 
his strength not to jump and try to kill the man right there. 

Alvin stepped over to the end of the deck, where a crew member handed 
handed him something. "I will do nothing you say," Hiccup called 
after him. 

But once again, Alvin just smiled. "Oh, but you will, my dear." He 
turned back to her. "Because I will own you." It was then that Hiccup 
saw what was in his hands. 

In that moment. Hiccup had never felt more fear in her life. In his 
hand, what he was holding walking towards her, was a branding iron. 
But not just any branding iron. This one was special, specific. 

Heated up first in coals, it was then dipped in hot, black ink, so 
that it burnt a permanent black mark on your skin that could not be 
removed. But that wasn't the scariest part. The worst part, the part 
that struck fear into Hiccup's whole being, was the mark that the 
branding iron held. 

This one bore the mark of a slave. 

In the next instant, any power that the three held on that deck was 
gone. In that moment, Ari and Tuffnut were pulled back, gaged, and 
bound. In that moment. Hiccup was forced to her knees, the sleeve of 
her tunic and coat on her left arm ripped carelessly up to the elbow. 
A stool was brought out, and two hands held Hiccup's exposed arm down 
firmly upon it. 

Hiccup struggled, harder than she had ever struggled in her life. Ari 
and Tuff were fighting as well, she could hear them. She pulled and 
pushed, fought as hard as she could, despite the pain she felt all 
over. Because thisa€l This was worse than pain. This was worse than 
death. She would lose everything. Her name, her tribe, her rank, her 
rights. She would be worth nothing. 

She was hyperventilating, eyes searching around for something, 
anything. She caught Anna's gaze for just a moment, who then 
exchanged a look with Heimdall, of all people. The Spanish girl 
looked just as afraid as she was, eyes shining, mouth open in shock. 



Hiccup hadn't time to process this, as all too soon Alvin was 
standing above her, grinning madly. 

He held the brand up, hovering over her skin, teasing her. "No one 
will want you now, " he told her, voice only audible to her in all the 
excitement around them. "Not with the mark of a slave." He chuckled. 
"Too bad, what with you being the Chief's daughter and all." 

With that, he pressed the brand into her skin. 

_** ^ sexy line **_ 

_**Before you say anything, yes, I know that Hiccup's slave mark is 
supposed to be behind her ear. I did it this way for a reason. 
Besides, I already changed their genders. Changing the placement of 
the slave mark is really a small issue. **_ 

_**I hope you paid attention to the lullaby like I told you to. Trust 
me, it's important .* *_ 

_**So...? Who liked? Who loved? Hated? Thoughts? Guesses? I accept 
any and all, and am generally persuaded by what you say. 

: ) **_ 


_**Okay! A quick quote and then we're out of here! This one is 

from... Spitelout ! Snotlout's father and current second-in-command ! 
* * 


_**"Who else knows about this?"**_ 

_**Okay, that was kind of vague. Oh well. The last one was really 
good, so there. :p**_ 

_**Until next time!**_ 

_**~StoiresOfAnInsomniac **_ 


16. Chapter 16 
_**Looooong chapter. **_ 

_**Well, naturally. This is where things get interesting. :) 
* * 


_**Enjoy! **_ 

_**P.s. Am I the only one who hears Alvin's voice as Tom Hiddleston 
aka Loki?**_ 

_** a sexy line **_ 

Ari was making noise again. 

He kicked the bars of his cell, then grabbed them and shook them 
forcefully with all his might. "Let me out of here!" he all but 
roared . 

The dragon beside him really was roaring. No one having rehung the 
curtain, the dragons laid in plain view of the rest of the brig's 



occupants. The Windwalker, having not uttered a sound louder than a 
soft whistle up to this point, now cried out loudly right alongside 
Ari . 

"Dude, cut it out!" Julian tried to stop the raging boy. "You're 
making it mad! That dragon's gonna lose it!" 

If Hiccup were there, she would have told him that the dragon wasn't 
mad at Ari, or anyone really. The dragon was only upset because Ari 
was upset. Dragons were very perceptive of human emotions. But Hiccup 
wasn't there. 

Ari grabbed the small crate in the corner of his cell, chucking it 
with all his might at the bars and shattering it into several pieces. 
He'd been at it for nearly an hour. In sheer contrast. Tuff sat 
against his wall completely silent. He hadn't uttered a sound since 
the two were brought back to the brig. But though no words escaped 
his mouth, his expression, hard, jaw tight, brows knit, spoke in the 
same way Ari ' s actions did. 

"Ari, " Ruffnut begged, "Tuff, please just, just tell us what 
happened. All we heard wasa€ 1 Hiccup screaming anda€ 1 " she swallowed 
hard. "Where are she? Hiccup? Is she okay?" 

Neither answered right away. Ari gripped the bars, his knuckles 
white, and rocked himself back and forth against them a few times, 
trying to control the raw rage built up inside of him before he hurt 
himself. Hurting himself would do no good. He needed to keep his 
strength, his health, for when they let him out again. 

Tuff finally spoke. "She's alive." 

Ari focused on his breathing. In. Out. In. Out. 

Thuggery had an unexplainable look of fear on his face. He stood at 
the bars connecting his and Ari ' s cages in a horribly anxious stance. 
The older boy tracked Ari ' s movements closely with the highest 
concern, though Ari couldn't tell if it was directed at him or the 
girl not present. Knowing Thuggery, it was probably both. 

He seemed afraid to ask. "...where is she?" 

Ari closed his eyes. In. Out. In. Out. 

When he spoke his voice was low, dangerous. "Alvin has her, and he's 
doing who knows what to her in his quarters, " was all he said. 

The two boys exchanged a look, a silent agreement being made between 
them. They wouldn't tell the others. They would keep this to 
themselves. Tuff, Ari, they wouldn't say anything. He wouldn't tell 
them what happened up on the deck. He wouldn't tell them why Hiccup 
screamed, louder than anyone had ever heard her, in such a way that 
he knew would give him nightmares for years to come. He wouldn't tell 
them why Alvin now had the right to drag Hiccup away and do whatever 
he pleased with her. He wouldn't tell them of the mark Hiccup now 
bore . 

The mark of a slave. 


In just moments, in the eyes of all who witnessed. Hiccup had been 



stripped of everything. Her title, her tribe, her rank, her dignity. 
In the eyes of all who looked on. Hiccup was now worth nothing. 


But not to Ari . He no longer cared about the laws of the Northern 
Islands. He no longer cared about their culture or societal status. 

To him. Hiccup was no different. To him, that mark meant nothing. It 
was nothing more than a scar. Hiccup was still Hiccup. She was still 
their leader, their dragon trainer, their future Chief. She was still 
Hiccup, and he was still her second in command. 

And right now she was in danger. 

Right then, he knew what he had to do. He would get out of there. He 
would save Hiccup from that monster. And he would kill them all, 
every last one of them, so that none of them could reveal her. He 
would protect Hiccup's dignity, and he would make sure no one ever 
found out about what had happened on that ship deck. 

But anger still coursed through him. He felt like something could 
have been done. Something. Anything. He could have fought harder. He 
could have seen it coming soon her. He could haveaC 1 

He lifted his eyes to the cell across from him, noting that there was 
still only one occupant as there had been for the past few days. Fury 
shot through him, and suddenly he flashed his eyes to 
Thuggery . 

"Where is she?" he growled, stepping towards him so that they were 
toe to toe, pointing at Snotlout and Camicazi's cell. 

Thug narrowed his eyes, answering carefully, "I told you. She's 
around here somewhere. She disappears a lot, but she always comes 
back . " 

His answer only seemed to anger Ari more. "Then why hasn't she done 
anything?" he demanded. In a flash, he reached through the bars and 
grabbed Thuggery's tunic, slamming him into the bars. "Why haven't 
any of you done a goddamn thing? ! " 

In the background Ruff was telling Ari to stop, but neither of the 
boys took note. Right then it was just them, Ari seething and 
Thuggery looking like a Terror caught stealing a chicken leg from a 
roast . 

"Blaming me won't do you any good," Thuggery told him, trying and 
failing to regain his composure. "Whatever they've done to you or 
Hiccup isn't my fault. I haven't laid a hand on any of you." Tuff 
looked up at that, eyes curious, frowning at the older boy's word 
choice . 

Ari didn't recognize the significance in what he'd said. He merely 
pulled him harder against the bars. "Don't you dare mess with me," he 
warned. There was a low growl from the dragon behind him. "I wasn't 
born yesterday. I know something else is going on around here, 
something you're not telling the rest of us." 

"You don't know anything," Thuggery shot back. Again, Tuff 
frowned . 

"Oh yeah?" Ari challenged. "Then how did Anna get that map of Berk?" 



This brought Thuggery to silence. Ari continued. "How did Alvin and 
his crew even know that we were on a hunting trip or where we would 
to be? And if Camicazi can break out of her cell anytime and sneak us 
food, then why the Hel hasn't she even tried to get the rest of us 
out?" 


"You've got it all wrong-" Thuggery tried. 

Ari cut him off. "What? What have I got wrong? The fact that you 
three somehow helped Alvin capture us? Or the fact that crazy 
Bog-Burglar has been bouncing in and out of these cells all week and 
yet has done nothing to get us out?" 

"There is no way Camicazi could get us all off this ship undetected, " 
Thuggery defended her. "Alvin would kill us all-" 

Again Ari interrupted. "Then why hasn't she killed him?" He stared 
into his eyes, daring him to deny it. "If she can wander around this 
ship for days undetected, then why hasn't she killed Alvin 
herself? " 

Thuggery's eyes finally hardened. He turned the tables. "And what do 
think is the first thing the crew would do if she did that?" he 
demanded Ari to think. "They would kill her, and then they would kill 
the rest of us. I don't care how good of fighters any of us are. We 
can't take on 50 plus Pirates, even together, unarmed no less." 

Ari stared at him for another long moment, but, not being able to 
deny this logic, eventually gave up. He pushed Thuggery roughly and 
let go, then paced his cell again. All was silent for several moments 
until Snotlout broke it. 

"Uhma€ 1 What justaC 1 happened?" 

No one answered him. Ari continued to pace in his cell, refusing to 
look at Thuggery for fear of doing something stupid. The dark eyed 
boy may have been able to defend his and Camicazi 's actions somewhat, 
but he still hadn't denied any of the other accusations Ari had laid 
against him. Thuggery sensed this and took a deep breath. 

His voice had turned pleading, begging for Ari to understand. 

"AriaC 1 " he swallowed. "You have to know, it wasn't supposed-" 

But he was cut off once more, this time by the brig door opening. For 
the second time that day, Anna rushed in, this time stopping in front 
of Ari ' s cell . 

He thought of what Hiccup had first said of Anna when she was brought 
back to their camp. I don't think she's a bad person, she'd said. I 
don't think she wants to hurt us, either. But I wouldn't be surprised 
if she was hiding something. He then thought of how the girl had 
preserved their clothes when they were whipped, and how she had taken 
a chance and saved Hiccup's life just hours ago. Tuff seemed to trust 
her as well, as he had convinced Hiccup that the Spanish girl was 
trying to help. 

Ari wasn't sure exactly what he thought of the girl yet, but he 
wanted to believe Hiccup in thinking that she wasn't a bad person or 
that she wanted to hurt them. She'd already proved that, and Hiccup 
is and always would be the best judge of character. Anna had in fact 



been hiding something, and her actions didn't yet forgive her of 
being a part of what landed them in this mess, but from what he'd 
seen so far, he knew that Anna didn't want them hurt or dead. This 
much he could tell, and in that moment it made him trust her more 
that he trusted Thuggery. 

Ari saw immediately the change in her demeanor from earlier that day 
as she approached him. The fumbling in her hands, the panic in her 
eyes. And when she found his eyes as she unlocked his door, he knew 
something was very, very wrong. 

She swung it open. "Hiccup is in trouble." 

He followed her without a second thought. 


'a sexy line' 


Hiccup's arm hurt. 


Well, that was an understatement. It was downright 
was still shaking, heat radiating, pulsing through 
appendage. Her throat was raw, from the screaming, 
crying, cursing the stray tears that fell down her 
the remaining pain and part in the significance of 
occurred . 


killing her . It 
her entire right 
She was still 
cheeks, part in 
what had just 


In just a matter of seconds, she had lost everything. She was no 
longer Hiccup Horrendous Haddock, heir to the Hairy Hooligan tribe of 
the isle of Berk. The moment Alvin pressed that brand to her skin, 
she had gone from a prestigious royal to something worth less than 
the scum off the cabin boy's boots. 

She stared down at the mark through her flooded eyes. It was a 
dragon, thick and black and shaped in an 'S', taking up half of her 
forearm. A simple, tattoo-like mark that signified so much. 
Unmistakable, and unremovable. 

She heard the tapping of his boots, but couldn't bring herself to 
look up at him. She didn't have to. A wet handkerchief entered her 
line of sight, a hook with it. 

"The cold will help it heal faster, " he told her, "and ease the 
pain . " 

She almost didn't want to take it, to turn away in defiance. But that 
was no way to start her relationship with her new master. Plus, she 
knew the cold water would help. She really was in near agony. 

She took it, though reluctantly, and pressed it into the damaged 
skin, hating the hiss that escaped her. She heard the tapping of his 
boots again as he rounded the table, then stop as he took the seat 
across from her. 


The room was rather spacious, as big as the human half of the brig. 
Windows lined the back of it, where she could see the island they 
were at slowly disappear. There were several pieces of furniture 
throughout the room; a bed in the corner, a vanity off to the side. 
The table they sat at was in the middle, decorated with a few unlit 
candles and tableware that Alvin peered over at her. She finally 
found the nerve to meet his gaze. 



He was smiling, damn him. He sat back in his chair, elbows on the 
arms of it, his fingers all spread out with only the tips touching 
their pairs . 

"Dry your eyes, dear," he said. If it wasn't for the look on his 
face, he might have almost sounded sincere. "The pain won't last, and 
you'll soon get used to this new arrangement." 

She couldn't help the slight glare that grew in her eyes as she 
brought her sleeve up to her face. She tried to clear her throat, 
though it was still rough. "I doubt I'll get over this very soon, 
sir. " 

He shrugged. "Perhaps not, but you'll learn to pretend. I imagine it 
will be difficult, though, as the life of a slave is much different 
than the life of a royal." He cocked his head to the side. "Speaking 
of, I'm becoming remarkably interested in your backstory, my dear. 
Please, do tell me. How is it that you know so much about smithing, 
and yet you are the Chief's daughter?" 

She sighed. She had to answer him. She was bound by the mark to, and 
she didn't want to think of what her punishment would be if she 
didnt . "It wasn't always certain I would be the next Chief, sir," she 
began . 

He smiled. "No?" 

She shook her head slowly, casting her eyes down. "I trained to be a 
blacksmith for much of my life in the event that I wouldn't live up 
to my family name. I still... I mean, I did still do it, but not as 
much as I used to." 

He hummed. "So you were the runt, as I guessed. The smart one that 
they didn't understand. What happened, then? How did you change their 
minds and earn back your birthright?" 

She figured by his tone that he already knew, but she told him 
anyway. She looked up. "I tamed a dragon." 

He laughed. "Ah yes, that is quite a trick. Where did you learn to do 
such a thing, my dear?" 

She looked away again, thoughts of Toothless making her heart ache. 
"No one taught me. I... I figured it out myself." She closed her eyes 
briefly, memories of her and Toothless' first encounter rushing back 
to her. "One day in the woods, I managed to convince a dragon I 
wounded not to kill me with nothing but my bare hands." She shook her 
head, looking back up. "No one in my tribe had seen anything like 
it . " 

"Nor has anyone else in our world, I don't think," he agreed. "I 
truly have found quite the jewel to call my own then, haven't I?" She 
said nothing, avoiding his eyes. He hummed. "My very own dragon 
tamer. Never have I met someone with such a power, neither would I 
have expected it from the tiny, infirm girl that stumbled onto my 
ship deck a week ago. I greatly underestimated you, my dear." 

She shook her head dismissively . "I'm used to it." 



"I'm sure you are," he chuckled. He leaned forward, resting his 
elbows on the table. "Now, I wonder if you can enlighten me once 
more . " 

She took a deep breath. She knew what was coming. "How?" 

"Well you see," he began, "all week I've been trying to get answers 
out of that lover of yours. Bravo on him, by the way. He's quite the 
catch. Fierce, handsome, and loyala€ 1 to a fault." He smiled, making 
her jaw tighten. "Anyway, I was searching in the wrong place, beating 
the wrong person. Now that I own the right one, I was hoping you 
would finally tell me what I want to hear." 

He wasn't hoping. He was expecting. But she played along. "And what 
is it you want to hear, sir?" 

He merely smiled wider. "Where is Grimbeard's treasure?" 

She sighed again, slouching in her chair defeatedly. "You won't 
believe me, but I promise you that I don't know. All I know about 
Grimbeard is that he could sing and that he couldn't swim." 

He raised an eyebrow. "A pirate who couldn't swim?" 

She shrugged, the action sending pain through her body. "A family 
trait," she said dismissively . She shook her head. "I don't know 
anything else about him." 

In contrast to what she expected, he didn't look at all upset or even 
surprised. Instead of yelling or hitting her, he laughed softly. "I 
believe that you think that," he told her. "But Grimbeard was smart, 
like you and I. Everyone knows that he loved puzzles and riddles. 
That's why no one has found his treasure in the past one hundred 
years. But," he unsheathed his sword, Grimbeard's sword, and set it 
between them on the table, "that is also why I believe you know more 
than you think you do." 

She gave him a confused look, not understanding. "The song, dear," he 
explained. Hiccup blinked. "The lullaby. It's passed down from your 
family, isn't it?" 

She nodded, but just as quickly shook her head. "It's just a 
lullaby. " 

"Maybe, " he agreed. "But knowing your family tendencies, there may be 
more to it than what meets the eyes, or ears, in this case. I think 
your little song will help us evade your grandfather's booby 
traps . " 

Hiccup shook her head again, still not believing it. Plus, there was 
the matter of actually finding the treasure. "Even if it does, we 
don't know where to look." 

He pointed to the sword. "That's where this comes in. Legend has it 
that the sword holds the secrets to the treasure's location. So tell 
me, blacksmith, descendant of Grimbeard, " he grinned wickedly, "where 
is my treasure hiding?" 

She was surprised at the amount of anger that surged through her in 
that moment. It made her want to take her grandfather's sword and 



stab him in the heart. It shocked her, how strong and sudden this 
desire was, and it scared her that she could even think that 
way . 

She quickly shut those feelings out and picked up the sword with a 
shaky hand. She examined it closely. Now holding it in her hands, she 
could see a lot more about it that she couldn't before. For one, it 
was very light, and it really was short. The hilt almost felt hollow. 
She didn't know how Alvin fought well with it at all with his 
strength and tall frame. The second thing she noticed was that the 
chip near the top of the curved blade looked intentional, like it was 
made that way. Looking closer at the hilt, she examined the designs 
there, the dragon encircling it, claws out, teeth bared. It was an 
interesting species chosen to put there. Berkians never faced 
Skullions, as they were only native to one island. 

Hiccup blinked, realization coming to her in one full swing. 

Skullions . 

She set the sword down. "Do you know what the dragon on the hilt is?" 
she asked carefully. 

Alvin frowned, grabbing the sword and examining it closely. "It 
doesn't have any wingsa€ 1 " he muttered. 

Hiccup fought not to roll her eyes. This so called genius knew next 
to nothing about dragons. "It's a Skullion, " she told him point 
blank. "Our tribe usually decorates our weapons with dragons that 
have significance to us, like our first kill." It wasn't like that 
anymore. Now it was the dragon you rode, but Alvin didn't need to 
know that. "But there aren't any Skullians on Berk. They're only 
native to one island. There's only one reason Grimbeard would put 
that dragon on his sword." 

A wide grin broke out on Alvin's face as the realization came to him 
as well. "The Isle of Skullians," he all but giggled. He jumped up 
from his chair, startling Hiccup. "Haha! Yes! We have our 
destination!" He looked back down at Hiccup. "You truly are 
marvelous, my dear. You and I will be great partners for years to 
come." He laughed again, then stepped around the table and toward the 
door leading out. "I'll need you to sing for me again later, but 
first I must set our course." 

Something clicked in Hiccup's head when he said that. Something 
snapped. For years to come. She knew, more than anything, that this 
was the last thing she wanted. It seemed as though she didn't have a 
choice; she was his slave, after all. But something in her, a small 
voice in the back of her head, told her that there was another 
option . 

Hiccup couldn't return to Berk, not with the mark of a slave. She 
would never go home. She would never regain her position in her 
Tribe. She would never see her father again. She and Toothless would 
never fly again. She would never be with Ari . They would never get 
married or have a life together. She would never even get to tell him 
that she wasn't really engaged to Martyr. 

Alvin had robbed her of everything, her entire life. She had nothing 
left. All that she had now was Alvin and what he told her to do. But 
she didn't want to do anything he said. She didn't want to help him. 



to sing for him, to please him in any way he desired. She didn't want 
to, and she wouldn't. Something Camicazi said earlier that week came 
back to her, helping her come to her conclusion. 

If we're looking at this technically, she'd said, you lot are already 
dead . 

Hiccup Horrendous Haddock didn't exist anymore. She was dead, burned 

away with a brand. So really, what did she have left to live 

for? 

There was only one thing left she could do, only one thing left that 
Alvin hadn't taken away from her, and that was her death. And in 
doing so, in that last act of defiance, she would take something from 
Alvin as well. She would be taking away his only hope of finding the 
treasure. Her great-great grandfather's threasure. Her treasure. 

And that was something worth dying for. 

Everything in Hiccup changed in that one moment. Gone was the polite 
master-slave demeanor. Gone was the mask she had held hiding every 
emotion she wasn't supposed to feel in his presence. Gone was the 
firm hold she'd had on the rage built up inside of her, and her voice 
reflected as such. 

"No . " 

She heard him stop, the click of his boots pausing just shy of the 
door. It was several seconds of stunned silence before he 
spoke . 

"Excuse me?" he asked, turning back around. 

She stood from her chair, turning to face him. Her body screamed in 
protest, but she stood tall, the bruise on her face aching at her 
hard expression. 

"You heard me." 

He raised his eyebrows, trying to decide whether to be amused or 
annoyed. He stepped forward. "You are playing a dangerous game, my 
dear," he chuckled. "You will sing for me. I own you, 
remember? " 

"No," she said again, her voice just as strong. "I won't sing for 
you, and I won't help you find my grandfather's treasure, 
either . " 

Now he was angry. "That treasure is mine," he growled, coming in 
close . 

Hiccup looked up at him, venom in her voice. "That treasure belongs 
to my family, and I won't let pirate slime like you anywhere near 

it . " 

The slap that came echoed through the room. Alvin was practically 
fuming. "I would watch my tongue if I were you, girl. I would hate to 
have to punish you." 


Hiccup held her cheek tenderly, but straightened up once more to face 



him. "Then punish me," she dared. "I don't care anymore, because 
there is no way in Hel I'll help you." 

His eyes flashed, and in the next moment he reached out and grabbed 
her arms, gripping tight on one side while his hook dug into the 
other, and pulled her so close their noses almost touched. 

"I could have killed you," he informed her. "And yet, out of the 
generosity of my heart, I've let you live." He gestured down to the 
fresh mark on her arm. "What I've done for you is a courtesy, and I 
suggest you prove yourself grateful." 

"You've taken everything from me." she shot back. "I have nothing 
left to live for. You may as well just kill me now." 

If it were possible, his grip tightened on her arm. She was sure 
there would be bruises. "Do not tempt me, my dear. I don't need you 
anyway. I can find the treasure myself now." 

Hiccup couldn't help herself. She smiled, a laugh bubbling out from 
within her, which only infuriated Alvin even more. "Why are you 
laughing?" he demanded. 

Her smile only grew, a knowing glare in her eyes. "You won't find the 
treasure, Alvin. Because the truth is," she leaned in close, lowering 
her voice to a whisper, "you have no idea what you're doing." 

"How dare you," he growled through his teeth. 

"You can't deny it," she told him, the bite back in her voice. "You 
obviously haven't thought this through. You capture six Vikings and 
the heir of a tribe just in the hopes that they know where the hidden 
treasure is. You lock up dragon's inside your ship. And now, you're 
going to sail to Skullion island where hardly anyone makes it out 
alive." She shook her head. "Your crew will die. Your dragon's won't 
be able to protect you for long. Two of them don't even breath fire." 
This was news to him, she could tell, confirming her suspicion that 
Alvin really knew hardly anything about dragons. 

"The treasure is hidden and protected well enough to keep it out of 
the hands of morons like you," she concluded. "You're going to get 
everyone on this ship killed before you see a single doubloon of my 
treasure. You will die without my help, and I refuse." 

Alvin let out a shaky breath of pure rage though his nostrils. His 
voice held dark promises. "Then I believe I'm going to have to punish 
you now, my dear." Then he pushed her back, leading her to the corner 
of the room. 

But Hiccup wasn't afraid anymore. She was going to die one way or 
another, right? She was determined to die with her dignity intact. 

She wasn't afraid to protect herself from him. In fact, she was the 
one to landed the first blow. 

Faster than Alvin could blink. Hiccup wrapped both her hands behind 
his neck and pulled him forward, close enough to knee him right 
between the legs, successfully destroying any plans he'd had for her 
back in that corner. He cried out, bending over in pain. She took 
this as her opportunity to pull away, but before she could get far 
enough back he grabbed her wrist. He pulled her back to him, but 



months months spent training with Ari brought her next move on 
instinct. She crashed into him, using his own weight against him, and 
hooked one leg behind his, sending them both to the ground. 

He hit the floor hard, all the air escaping his lungs. Hiccup winced 
as well, her body protesting, but the anger coursing through her 
veins kept her moving. She quickly rolled off him and scrambled away. 
But again, he was just as quick. He reached out and grabbed her 
ankle, pulling her back to him. She flipped around to face him as he 
dragged her back. Then, without a second thought, she lashed out at 
him. 

Alvin cried out again, this time grabbing his cheek. He pulled his 
hand back, revealing the three fresh bloody lines that were now 
there. Hiccup only took a moment to absorb the shock of what she'd 
just done before she started scrambling away again. But Alvin had had 
enough . 

He reached to the table and grabbed the forgotten sword there. "Stay 
still!" he shouted, then slammed the blade into the wood floor. 

They both froze. Hiccup didn't have a choice. Something was holding 
her where she was . She looked at the sword, and what it was pinned 
to. It was stabbed straight through her boot, her foot. 

Her fake foot. 

Alvin was staring at her in complete puzzlement. He had just stabbed 
her through the foot, pinned it to the floorboards, and yet she 
didn't scream. She didn't even react. Hiccup realized the gravity of 
her mistake a moment later. 

Alvin pulled the sword out and looked at it, his eyes flashing at the 
lack of blood. He tossed the sword aside and grabbed her prosthetic, 
pulling it and her closer to examine it. She watched him slowly come 
to the conclusion. 

"You only havea€ 1 one lega€ 1 " he breathed in disbelief. This wasn't 
the reaction Hiccup was expecting. She expected him to laugh, to use 
it against her in this match they had going on, even exploit it to 
the rest of the crew before he killed her. But not this. No. He 
looked almosta€ 1 Afraid. It wasn't until his eyes met hers that she 
realized why. 

She understood in a second, and that was all she took to turn the 
tables. So she smiled, like she'd just revealed a dirty secret, like 
she'd known all along and it was all a part of the plan. 

"My father won't fall for your trick, Alvin," she told him with a 
dark and confident tone. "He's coming for us. All of Berk's army is 
searching for us right now, and they're coming for you. So even if 
the island doesn't kill you," she lifted her chin, "he will." 

The pure fear in his eyes was evident, but all too soon it morphed 
into complete and utter rage. "Then it's too bad you'll be dead when 
he gets here," he promised her. With that, he sheathed the sword and 
grabbed her arm, ripping her to her feet and dragging her out to the 
ship deck. 


'a sexy line' 
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The first thing Ari saw when he and Anna reached the ship deck was a 
sword pointed at Hiccup's throat. 

He went to lunge forward, but Anna quickly stepped in front of him, 
pushing at his chest and holding him still. 

"Don't," she warned quietly, only for his ears. "Alvin is furious. If 
you lash out like that, he will not hesitate to slit her throat right 
there . " 

Ari clenched his hands into fists, and his jaw into a hard line. He 
didn't want to listen, but he saw the logic in what she was saying. 

He nodded, and she let go of him. He followed her to the center of 
the deck, and he didn't fight as they went through the usual motions 
of binding him and forcing him to his knees. 

Ari didn't know what happened in his quarters, but Alvin looked 
different. His expression sat on the edges of both rage and insanity. 
His stance was rigged. But what stood out the most, what made a surge 
of pride fill his chest, was three bloody lines on his cheek that 
would for sure scar. He knew this was the work of Hiccup. 

He looked to her to convey this pride, only to find that she looked 
different as well. Though Alvin looked as if he might explode. Hiccup 
looked the exact opposite. She lookeda€ 1 calm. Accepting. Like she 
didn't care. She was practically void of all emotion, the ones she 
should be feeling anyway. The only thing he could see, and barely 
even a hint of it, was sadness, regret almost, and that was directed 
right at him. 

"Oh goodie, you're here," Alvin turned to him, recapturing Ari ' s 
attention. He pulled his sword away from Hiccup's throat and stepped 
towards him, leaving the girl near the railing. "There's something I 
think you can help me with." He came right next to the bound boy, 
then pressed the blade to his throat instead. 

"Are you going to kill me?" Ari asked venomously. 

"Hopefully not," Alvin replied easily. "I'm just trying to get my 
slave to cooperate before I grant her last wish, and then there is 
something I would like you to watch." He turned back to Hiccup. "Now 
my dear, do sing for me." He pressed the blade harder against Ari ' s 
skin. "It would be a shame to loose both of you." 

Hiccup's expression didn't change, though her posture did. She sighed 
in defeat, her shoulders slouching and her arms hanging loose. It was 
only a few seconds before she started to sing. 

She sang that same lullaby, the one she'd used earlier that morning 
to calm the dragon and lure it into the ship. And just as he was that 
morning, Ari was entranced by each note. He had never heard Hiccup 
sing before that day. Sure, she hummed to herself often, but she 
never sang. He didn't even know that she could. But she could, and 
she was very good. Her voice was smooth and clear, and she played out 
the melody with great ease and strength. He thought about how she'd 
said that Grimbeard had a lovely singing voice. Hiccup had clearly 
inherited that trait. 


She looked at him the whole time she was singing it, her eyes growing 



sadder and sadder with each line. He didn't understand it, why she 
would be so sad singing the song, or why she would be directing it 
all at him. He didn't understand until it was too late. 

The song was over. Alvin smiled, then pulled the sword away from 
Ari ' s throat. "Wonderful," he said. He addressed the crew. "Now, 
ready the plank!" 

Ari watched in horror, held back by two men, as a long wooden plank 
was brought out and secured to the side of the ship. Even worse, when 
it was ready, he watched Heimdall lead Hiccup to it and her step on 
without hesitation. 

"What was it you said about Grimbeard not being able to swim?" Alvin 
asked her. "A family trait, right?" 

Anything Anna had urged Ari was now null and void. He lunged, though 
he was held firmly in place by the men holding him. "Hiccup, no!" he 
cried. This earned him a punch in the gut. 

Alvin laughed at the scene playing before him. "What good would it do 
you," he asked Ari, "saving a slave? She is worth nothing. I've 
gotten what I need, and she want's to die." He shrugged, a sickening 
smile on his face. "Who am I to dishonor her wishes?" 

"Hiccupa€l" Ari struggled, his voice desperate, trying to regain his 
wind. She wouldn't meet his eyes. "Come on beautiful, look at me. 

Look at me." She did at that, slightly surprised at what he'd called 
her. "Don't let them do this," he begged. "Come on. Hiccup, fight! 
Fight back!" Another blow landed on his stomach. 

There was a moment's pause, a moment of hesitation as Hiccup looked 
down at him, fingers brushing over the raw, black skin on her 
forearm. She opened her mouth in what looked to say something, but 
Alvin had already lost his patience. 

The famous pirate reached down, grabbing her prosthetic and pulling 
both feet out from under her. She landed roughly on her backside, 
then watched as Alvin brought his sword up to the straps. He cut them 
loose, then yanked the prosthetic from the rest of her leg. 

A small whimper escaped her, at the pain, but it wasn't heard over 
the reaction of the crew as Alvin tossed the fake appendage on the 
deck. "You won't be needing that anymore," he said. Then he reached 
for her, grabbing her collar and lifting her up, then tossed her 
farther out onto the plank. 

It was then, seeing Hiccup hovering over open water completely 
helpless, that gave Ari the strength to act. 

He swung his head over, knocking the one man holding him out. Then he 
used his now free hand to punch the other squarely in the nose. In 
the next second. He had a sword in his hand with the tip pointed 
directly at Alvin's throat. 

"Nobody move, " he ordered, his voice beyond dangerous, "or your 
Captain dies." 

No one did move. Not for several seconds. Then, it was Alvin, and he 
was laughing. "It is true what they say, then," he chuckled. 



"Desperation can turn even the smartest warrior into a fool." 


Ari pressed the blade to his skin, enjoying the role change. "The 
only fool here will be you if you don't let her go." 

"Or what? You'll kill me?" he laughed again, the gestured around 
them. "Look around you, boy! You're surrounded by my loyal crew! What 
do you think is the first thing they'll do if you kill me?" 

"I'll take my chances, " Ari growled, wanting so badly to run him 
through he was shaking. 

"One against fifty?" Alvin laughed. "My dear, dear boy. You have no 
chance . " 

He knew that. He could get through ten, maybe. But he would never be 
able to defeat all fifty of them. That didn't mean he wasn't going to 
try. He wasn't about to let Hiccup die. Not without trying to save 
her, even if he died in the attempt. And just as he was about to run 
Alvin through, a soft voice stopped him. 

"Ari," Hiccup called to him quietly. 

He broke his glare with Alvin, looking out at Hiccup. She was 
standing up now, balancing on one foot. She had that face again. The 
blank one, the one that said she didn't care anymore, that she had 
given up, with the hint of sadness in her eyes. It broke his 
heart . 

She swallowed. "It's okay," she told him, her voice catching at the 
end. "Don't die for me. You have to protect the others." She let out 
a shaky breath, no longer able to control the emotions. "It's 
okay . " 

It was in that moment that Ari saw once again what Hiccup was famous 
for. It was in that moment that he was her bravery, her willingness, 
her leadership, and her self-sacrif icing spirit. It was in that 
moment that Ari saw everything she was and what he'd come to 
know . 

It was in that moment, that one moment, that he realized how much he 
loved her. 

But in the next, it was all torn away. In that next moment, Alvin's 
foot came down on the plank, bouncing it. Hiccup stumbled, losing her 
balance, and fell over the edge. 

Ari shot forward, dropping the sword and calling out her name. He 
heard a splash, but he didn't see it. He was pulled back before he 
reached the edge, forced to the ground and pinned. He fought. He 
pushed and he pulled. He shouted and screamed until they gagged 
him . 

Alvin's boot's stopped in front of Ari ' s face. The Pirate crouched 
down. "Shha€l" he hushed the boy. "Do you hear that? Listen 
closely . " 

He did. They all did. But he heard nothing. No coughing. No 
splashing . 



Nothing . 

Hiccup was gone. 

_** a sexy line **_ 

_**I fought long and hard about where to end this chapter. In the end 
I figured you guys wouldn't hate me too much for ending it here. I 
mean, obviously Hiccup isn't dead. Then we wouldn't have a story, now 
would we ? : ) * *_ 

_**By the way, I feel like I should assure you guys right now that 
this story has a VERY happy ending. Seriously, I guarantee you will 
explode from feels. **_ 

_**Okay! A little quote Through the Eyes of Children: The Warriors! 
This one is from... Hiccup's mom! **_ 

_**"Something is coming. Something you've never faced before." 

* * 


_**Kind of a spoiler, but not really as I'm guessing all of you have 
seen the trailer for the second movie. Anyway, Hope you liked it! Let 
me know, even if you didn't. :) **_ 

_**Peace! **_ 

_**~StoriesOfAnInsomniac **_ 

_**P.s. You read all of Alvin's lines in Loki ' s voice, didn't 
you?**_ 


17 . Chapter 17 

_**So I got so excited about this chapter, and I just love you guys 
so much, that I couldn't wait any longer to post it. **_ 

_**Prepare yourselves for the fluff. Bask in it. Bathe in it. Love 
it. Lose yourself in the bittersweet 
fluffiness. . .**_ 

_**En joy ! **_ 


'a sexy line' 


Hiccup waited. 

She didn't struggle much, only instinctively at first due to the 
shock of the cold water. Then she went very still. 

She knew what drowning felt like. She had experienced it more than 
once before. It was awful when you struggled. Horrible as the panic 
set in. Terrifying as reality crushed you. But she didn't want that 
this time. She wanted to go peacefully, if there was such a thing. 

She just wanted to slip away. She thought she might get her 
wish . 

The frigid water surrounded her. She was sinking, her body falling to 
the depths of the ocean, and she let it. She let herself feel her 



numerous injuries, to let the exhaustion set in. She let the world 
above and her mind slowly fade away. There was no point in fighting 
it . 

Her last coherent thoughts before the water started to take her, 
before she closed her eyes and shut out the distorted shadow of the 
ship above, were of those still on board. She prayed for them, for 
her friends still locked in the Brig. She prayed to every Norse God 
she could think of that they would be alright, that her father had 
noticed the flaw in Alvin's murder scene, that the warriors of Berk 
would find them them, that Ari would keep them safe until then, and 
that he would take care of Toothless when they got 
home . 

Ari . 

Before she fell into the water, she watched him in that mode he was 
famous for. His strength, his will, and his unfaltering loyalty. She 
saw him in everything he was and everything she had come to know. And 
standing on that plank, watching him about to enter a fight all knew 
he wouldn't win, she realized just how much she loved him. 

She prayed that he knew that . 

But she didn't have time to think about any of that anymore, as the 
darkness started to creep in around her. And just as she accepted it, 
just as she was about to let herself slip into unconsciousness , 

Hiccup felt an arm wrap around he middle. 

Hiccup's eyes shot open. The shock of this new presence caused her to 
inhale sharply, immediately filling her lungs with water. She started 
choking, struggling to turn and see who had just grabbed her. But the 
person only held her tighter, forcing her to be still. 

Before Hiccup knew it, they broke the surface. Her instinct was to 
cough, to get the water out and breathe, but whoever had a hold on 
her quickly covered both her mouth and nose, forcing her to be quiet. 
They then grabbed one of her hands, placing it on a rope and closing 
her fingers around it. Hiccup barely had time to take hold before 
they were both being pulled into the air. 

A few seconds later she collapsed to the ground, falling to the floor 
through the porthole she'd just been pulled through. 

The person let go of her, and Hiccup coughed. She gagged and threw up 
all the freezing salt water until she was finally able to take a 
wheezy breath. When she was confident she could support herself on 
her elbows without passing out, she did just that, turning to see her 
savior . 

She couldn't see them well. It was too dark in the tiny room, and the 
light coming in from the porthole was blinding, causing a shadow to 
cast over the figure in front over her. All she could make out was 
long blonde hair that the figure was ringing out. 

"What-" she tried. "Who-" She coughed. 


The figure tossed their hair back and grabbed something beside her 
then stepped forward. 



"Sorry about this, shortstack, " was all Hiccup heard before the 
figure swung the object at her head and everything went 
black . 

_** a sexy line **_ 

Two men dragged Ari down to the brig. He'd lost it on the deck. He 
fought and punched several men, trying to get to the water, that 
eventually someone knocked him out. 

He woke up when they were entering the brig. His neck hung painfully 
back, staring up at the ceiling. His legs were dragging on the 
ground. Each of the men and an arm under one of his, pulling him 
along. Ari could vaguely feel a sticky, warm sensation coming from 
his mouth and nose. 

He felt the others eyes on him as they pulled him back to his cell, 
but he ignored them all. He couldn't look at them. He couldn't speak 
to them. He had no strength left, no fight in him. He had failed, and 
he didn't have it in him to tell the others. 

They tossed him in carelessly, just as they always did, but this time 
Ari didn't move to sit up or stand. He landed on his side, his 
shoulder taking the brunt of it, and then he didn't move. 

The others watched on as this happened, then tracked the men as they 
left, one of them tossing Hiccup's boot behind him. It landed on the 
floorboard with a heavy 'thump'. Tainted with blood, they all knew 
what it looked like. 

"Oh Gods, " Julian exclaimed, bringing his hand to his mouth in 
nauseating. "It that-" 

"No," Ruffnut quickly assured him. "Hiccup only has one leg. That's a 
prosthetic . " 

"But then, " Thuggery started down at it, asking the question they 
were all thinking, "where's Hiccup?" 

All eyes fell on Anna, who had followed in behind the men, as she 
approached Ari ' s cell. Even though his door had been left open for 
several seconds, he made no move to try and escape. She slowly closed 
the bars . 

"What's wrong with him?" Snot lout asked angrily. "What did you do to 
him? Where's Hiccup?" 

Anna didn't answer him, instead continuing with her task. Her 
movements were slow and defeated. She pushed each key aside one by 
one until she found the right one, then slowly pushed it into the 
lock . 

"Hey!" Snotlout still tried to get her attention. "What did you 
do ? ! " 


Anna turned the lock, the sound echoing through the room. "Nothing, " 
she said finally in a small voice. "I did nothing." 

Tuffnut was the only one who caught the double meaning in her words. 
As Anna let her hand slip from the bars of Ari ' s cell and she stepped 



away, he stepped up to his own bars. 


"Anna," he called to her, his voice much softer than Snotlout's. She 
stopped in the middle of the walkway, right in front of his cell, but 
didn't turn to him. "Where is she?" 

Anna swallowed, but again made no answer as she moved forward, 
quickening her pace to the door. 

"Anna, wait, please!" Tuff tried again. She did, stopping once more 
and resting her hand on the doorframe. "Please, is she-" he was 
afraid to ask. "Is she alive?" 

Anna gripped the door frame in what looked to be for support, her 
knuckles white. Her shoulders came up and she dropped her head. Then, 
when she finally turned her head and met his eyes, no words were 
needed. They got their answer. With that, she stepped out of the 
room, slamming the door behind her. 

They all reacted differently. Fishlegs stared into space in complete 
shock, unsure of what to do. Tuff stumbled back a few steps, then 
slumped to the ground against the wall, his face settling into a hard 
expression. Thuggery dropped his head into his hands, gripping his 
hair tight. Snotlout punched the wall several times. Ruffnut, rather 
uncharacterist ically , brought a hand to her mouth as she choked on a 
sob. Julian, also seemingly uncharacterist ically , didn't hesitate to 
collect the girl in his arms. She didn't resist him, burying her head 
in the fabric of his tunic as he rubbed her shaking shoulders and she 
proceeded to soak him with her tears. 

And Ari, he didn't react at all. He just laid there on his side, 
completely limp. The only part of his body that moved was his eyelids 
with the occasional blink. He stared forward, straight into the eyes 
of the Windwalker. The sky blue dragon stared back, his gaze steady 
and his breathing even. He was a rock, a solid force that Ari held 
onto to keep his mind from completely breaking. And when a low 
whimper escaped the dragon at Ari ' s apparent distress, when he 
lowered his head and stretched it towards the bars, Ari met him 
there. He reached his fingers out the few inches needed to rest them 
on the dragon's snout. His presence was a comfort, a strength he drew 
on in order to face his new reality. 

A reality that Hiccup was no longer in. 

Foolishly, thinking that after all they'd been through, after 
everything she had survived, Ari had thought in his mind that they 
could make it through anything. Hiccup was Hiccup. She'd fought and 
killed a dragon the size of a mountain and lived to tell the tale. 

She would never die, he'd thought. He had been wrong. 

There had been a few times they'd come close, where Hiccup had almost 
died. Three, to be exact. But these had only added to his belief that 
they would always make it through. 

The first time he almost lost Hiccup was in the Battle of the Beast. 
She had known the odds going into it, yet she flew straight into it 
at top speed with Toothless anyway. She had barely escaped with her 
life, but she made it. Toothless saved her, and that was all that 
mattered . 



The second time he almost lost Hiccup had been his fault. 


It was during the summer, just a couple of months after everything 
changed. He could remember it like it was 
yesterday . 

_** a sexy line **_ 

_He watched her as he hopped off Freyja's saddle, smiling at her 
expression. Her brows were knit, her lips frowning in concentrat ion 
as she scribbled something in her sketchbook. She sat on a slanted 
rock ledge, her one leg hanging over the side above the small lake, 
the other, her prosthetic, tucked up neatly to rest her book 
on ._ 


_He looked around the cove, the place they had come to spend most of 
their afternoons. Toothless was off to the side, chasing a butterfly, 
but the looks of it. Freyja shivered and cooed, walking off to find a 
warm spot in the sun. Ari made his way over to Hiccup._ 

_He climbed up onto the rock, easily stepping up and settling in 
behind her. He wrapped his arms around her middle and rested his chin 
on her shoulder, sighing against her neck._ 

_"What are you drawing?" he mumbled, as usual. _ 

_She leaned into him, also per the norm, and lifted up the book for 
him to see. It was a picture of Gobber, one hand holding a chicken 
leg and his prosthetic waving around dramatically. He looked like he 
was telling a story, probably one that everyone had already heard 
several times. _ 


_"Gobber beinga€ 1 well, Gobber," 

_He smiled into her shoulder. "I 

_He felt her roll her eyes. "You 
accused ._ 


she told him._ 
love it . "_ 

love everything I draw, " she 


_He merely shrugged, not denying it, then gently took the book from 
her hands and flipped through the pages, admiring her work. She took 
this opportunity and stretched in his arms, reaching her arms above 
her head._ 


_"Uhg, " she groaned, slouching back down against his chest, rubbing 
her sore neck. "I can only sit like that for so long."_ 

_They stayed like that for a while longer, her leaning against him 
and him looking through her book over her shoulder. He could tell she 
trying to sit still, but she kept squirming in obvious discomfort. 
Eventually, she sighed and gave up, sitting up and pulling away from 
him ._ 


_"This isn't comfortable," she said, standing up. "It's way too warm 
for snuggling. 

_The corner of his mouth turned up in amusement. He set her book 
aside before standing up as well. "Then I think," he said, quickly 
pulling off his boots, "that it's time for a little cooling off." He 
pulled his tunic over his head._ 



_"That is _not_ helping," Hiccup informed him, blushing madly. _ 

_He laughed. "Then maybe this will, " he said before reaching down and 
throwing her over his shoulder, her yelping in protest. He just 
laughed again before jumping off the ledge. _ 

_He let go of her midair, then dove into the water smoothly. He heard 
her enter the water too and smiled. She was going to be so pissed, 
but it was so worth it. She would probably get over it pretty 
quickly, settling for dunking his head in the water or splashing him 
before enjoying herself. Oh well, he thought as the cold water moved 
around him. It cooled them off._ 

_He made his way to the surface, shaking his head running a hand down 
his face when he broke it. He looked around. Hiccup hadn't surfaced 
yet. He waited a moment, floating on his back and wading around. A 
dragon cry caught his attention though, and he lifted his head and 
turned at the sound. _ 

_Toothless was looking at him in complete panic, eyes shifting 
between him and the water. Ari didn't understand what was wrong. He 
looked back out at the water. Hiccup still hadn't 
surf aced ._ 

_"Hiccup?" He called, slightly worried. Was she messing with him? 
About to shoot out of the water and attack him from behind as 
payback?_ 

_Still nothing. Now he was really worried. Toothless had started 
towards him. Ari swam around, trying to look down into the water. 
"Hiccup?" he called louder. What was she doing? Just sitting down 
there? That's when it clicked._ 

_A wave of panic flooded through him. Gods, he was so _stupid_. 
Hiccup's leg was made of metal. She would have sunk right to the 
bottom ._ 

_"Hiccup!" he cried out in fear. Immediately, he dove down in the 
water, swimming down as fast he could, searching for Hiccup. He 
surfaced not a minute later for air. Nothing. Toothless was in the 
water now, swimming towards him, and Freyja was at the shoreline, 
trying to see what all the excitement was about. Ari dove again, 
swimming all the way to the bottom. He searched and searched until 
his lungs burned. That's when he found her._ 

_She was so still, just sitting there at the bottom of the lake. He 
grabbed her, praying it wasn't too late. But he was out of air. He 
wasn't sure he would make it to the surface. He didn't have to, as he 
felt two large paws grab onto him._ 

_Toothless pulled them to the surface and onto the shore. Ari gasped, 
taking in the much needed air, then laid Hiccup down gently on her 
back ._ 

_She wasn't breathing. _ 

_"No, no, no," he begged. "Come on. Hiccup, don't do this." He took 
her cheek in his hand, patting it slightly. "Come on, beautiful. Wake 
up. Breathe for me." He leaned down, pressing and ear to her 



chest . 


_He couldn't hear her heartbeat. _ 

_"Please no. Please, Gods no." He ran a panicked hand through his wet 
hair. Toothless was shuffling beside them, whimpering, looking 
between his rider and Ari, begging him to do something. But Ari 
didn't know what to do._ 

_He had to think this though. He had to think like a healer, like 
Ruffnut. What would she have done? Well, what was wrong with Hiccup? 
Why wasn't she breathing? She had water where the air should be. He 
needed to get the water out. But how would he do that?_ 

_He looked down at his shaking hands, then brought them over her 
chest. Could he force it out, he wondered? He had to try._ 

_He placed one hand over the other, then pressed down firmly on her 
chest. Nothing. He did it again. And Again. And again. "Come on. 
Hiccup. Come on." He kept doing it over and over, but she still 
wasn't breathing. He paused, thinking. Maybe if he breathed for 
hera€ 1 ?_ 

_He would try anything at this point. He tilted her head back to give 
himself a better angle, then plugged her nose and closed his mouth 
over hers, forcing air into her. He gave her a few breaths before 
returning to her chest, pressing down again and again. _ 

_He repeated the cycle several times, switching between trying to 
force the water out and giving her air. Toothless was getting more 
and more anxious as time went on. Ari was losing his hope, his 
movements becoming more and more desperate. It went on for several 
minutes until, finally, just as he forced more air into her. Hiccup's 
body jerked upward. _ 

_He pulled away quickly as Hiccup coughed up all the water. Toothless 
yelped in excitement. Ari gave a half laugh, half sob of pure relief, 
pulling her onto her side to help get the water out easier. When she 
was done and started taking a few shaky breaths on her own, he didn't 
hesitate to pull her up and into his chest, locking his arms around 
her tiny, wet frame. _ 

_"Can'ta€l swima€ 1 " she wheezed into his shoulder. _ 

_He choked on another dry sob, holding her tighter and burying his 
head in her hair. "I'm so sorry. Hiccup. I'm so, so sorry. I was so 
stupid. I didn't think. Please forgive me. I'm so, so sorry." The 
words spilled out of him in a never ending flow. He rocked her back 
and forth and repeated them again and again. _ 

_When she was breathing normally again, she returned his embraced. 
"It's okay," she told him, her voice rough and raw. "You didn't know 
I couldn't swim. Wasn't your fault. 

_He pulled back to look at her, his eyes full of regret and begging 
forgiveness. "It is though," he countered. "I should have known. I 
should have known that your prosthetic would drag you right to the 
bottom. I was so stupid. I should have-"_ 

_She brought a hand to his cheek. "Shha€l" she stopped him. "It 



wasn't your fault. I couldn't even swim when I had two legs. It 
wouldn't have made a difference. You didn't know."_ 

_He shuddered, still very much upset. "Still, you could have died." 

He held her tighter. "You weren't breathing, and I couldn't hear your 
hearta€ 1 " He swallowed. "I tried forcing the water out, and getting 
the air in. I thought- I mean, you almost- I should 
have-"_ 

_"Shha€l" she hushed him again, this time resting her forehead 
against his. Her tired eyes closed. "I'm right here," she assured 
him. He shuddered again and pulled her even closer. _ 

_They didn't stay that way for long. Toothless whimpering at being 
ignored. Hiccup pulled away from Ari, turning her head and resting a 
hand on the dragon's crown. She leaned forward and kissed his wet 
scales. "Thanks, buddy," she whispered. He cooed and nuzzled her 
cheek. Hiccup laughed softly, then shivered. _ 

_"Cold?" Ari asked. She nodded, bringing her arms around herself. Ari 
rubbed his hands up and down them, trying to warm her up. "Think you 
can stand up?" She nodded again, and he helped her to her feet. He 
directed her over to a sunny area, then sat her down and went to get 
his tunic and boots, along with her sketchbook. Since his tunic 
wasn't wet, he let her wear it while hers dried. He helped her take 
the prosthetic off as well, drying it off and setting it to the side 
so that it wouldn't rust. _ 

_They settled on a soft patch of grass. Toothless lying beside them 
and Freyja nearby. Ari had pulled her saddle off and used it to lean 
his head against, lying on his back. Hiccup laid on top of him, 
resting her now exhausted body against the length of his. He ran his 
fingers up and down her back, letting her recover and just feeling 
her breathe steadily. _ 

_"You sure this wasn't some elaborate plan to get me to snuggle?" she 
asked after a while. It startled him a bit. He'd thought she was 
asleep ._ 

_He snorted on a surprised laugh. "No," he said flatly. "I'm not that 
desperate . 

_"Shame, " she said. "Would have been a great story to tell the grand 
kids one day." She mocked an old person voice. "Then, your papa Ari 
wanted to snuggle your mama so bad, he threw her into the water and 
got her all cold..."_ 

_It really was too soon to be funny, but he stifled another laugh. He 
shrugged. "I'm okay with that. Better than the real story. 

_She hummed, but made no comment, drawing small patterns on his chest 
with her finger tips. "How did you do it?" She asked softly after a 
few moments. _ 

_"Do what?" He asked in return, twirling a strand of hair around his 
finger ._ 

_"Get the water out and get me breathing again, " she clarified. "How 
did you do it?"_ 



_He sighed, those few terrifying minutes rushing back to him. "I 
forced the water out and the air in," he answered. "I pressed against 
your chest again and again, then I closed your nose and breathed air 
in through your mouth. 

_She lifted her head at that, resting her chin on his chest to look 
at him. "You breathed for me?" she asked quietly. _ 

_He shrugged. "It worked. "_ 

_She smiled up at him. She brought her hand up and brushed her 
fingers against his jaw. "So it did."_ 

_He couldn't help himself, a painful expression settling over his 
features. He wrapped his arms around her. "I'm so sorry. Hiccup, " he 
whispered ._ 

_She shook her head. "Wasn't your fault," she repeated again. "I've 
never been able to swim. You didn't know."_ 

_He nodded, but still wasn't convinced. "I'm still so-"_ 

_"Ari, " she hushed him, tapping his chin with her finger. She pulled 
herself up a bit, bringing her face right above his. Her breath was 
warm against his skin. "Shh..." He closed his eyes just before he 
felt her warm lips close over his. She kissed him softly, slowly, 
then pulled away. "Stop apologizing . 

_He would have nodded, but was much too distracted as she leaned down 
a kissed him again, this time deeper and longer. It surprised him 
somewhat, the sudden affection she showed him. Hiccup rarely was the 
one who initiated their kisses. But she did this time, and she seemed 
very enthusiast ic ._ 

_Not that he minded. Not at all. In fact, he let her have the 
control, simply pulling her tighter against him as the sun slowly 
dipped behind the cove walls. _ 

**_ a sexy line _** 

In the end, he never did stop blaming himself. Whenever it came up, 
he would scold himself and apologize. She would hush him, telling him 
he was being ridiculous. They never agreed on it. 

What always puzzled him most about that day though was the sudden 
onslaught of affection she'd shown him afterward. He thought she'd be 
angry with him, furious even. But she wasn't. She was quick to brush 
it aside, to tell him it wasn't his fault, and even to joke about it. 
Even stranger, she quieted his nonstop apologies with a rather 
lengthy session. 

Hiccup was hardly ever the one to start that sort of thing with him. 
That's just not how she worked. Being isolated from such feelings for 
so much of her life, she hadn't known how to express it, even wary of 
him for quite awhile when he tried. Aside from the day she woke up 
after her amputation and everything was over, it took nearly a month 
for her to get used to his closeness or let him freely kiss 
her . 


Even after that, though, it was almost never her that initiated such 



displays of affection. But he came to understand that, in her own 
way, letting him do those thing was her showing how much she cared 
about him. She let him in, and after so long of not having anyone and 
losing her faith in love and the goodness of others, he knew that 
this was a huge step, a huge display of trust towards him. 

She gave him her heart. She named him the keeper of it and left it in 
his hands, assigning him the responsibility to love and protect 
it . 

He had failed. 

He couldn't protect her, in the end. He couldn't save her. And he had 
been such a fool, not realizing it for so long. He couldn't pinpoint 
the moment, the hour, or even the day that it happened; he was in the 
middle before he even knew he'd begun. All he knew was that at some 
point, he had fallen for her. He loved her, more than anything or 
anyone . 

But he never even told her. 

He could still feel her small body pressed against his, her breath 
against his lips, her fingers in his hair, her voice whispering to 
him . 

Shh . . . I'm right here. 

But Hiccup was gone now, only the ghosts of what she made him feel 
left behind. Really, she had been gone from him even before she fell 
from the plank. She was engaged to a Prince from another tribe; 
Camicazi's brother. But at least she had been alive. 

His gut lurched at the thought, but he was so empty that nothing came 
up. The Windwalker had wrapped his tail around his ankle, the same 
way Freya used to when he was upset . Some dragons did that as a way 
of trying to comfort a distressed human. It would have been had his 
thoughts no been so haunted. 

Hiccup was gone now, her body drowned and at the bottom of the ocean. 
Nothing could change that. All he could do now was move forward, to 
do what Hiccup would have wanted him to do. 

You have to protect the others, she'd told him. 

That was her last dying wish, for him to protect Snotlout, Ruff, 

Tuff, and Fishlegs. They could very well hold their own, but he knew 
what she meant . 

He would play it smart. He would play Alvin's game, no matter what 
part he needed to be. And when the time was right, Alvin would die, 
and Ari would get the others home safely. He would do it, no matter 
what it took. 

That was all he had left to live for, after all. 

_** a sexy line **_ 

Once the boy was taken care off and dragged away, Alvin looked out at 
the calm waves with a sick pleasure. He smiled to himself in 
accomplishment . 



It was a shame to lose a dragon tamer, but he had what he needed now. 
The dragons he had would do, and the lullaby had been written down. 
Besides, once he found his treasure, he wouldn't waste his time with 
piracy anymore. He would bask in his wealth, live comfortably, maybe 
hire an army and destroy a few tribes. He would start with Berk. 

He heard Anna appear beside him, near silent as always. He had 
noticed the slight change in her demeanor that day. She had taken a 
huge risk that morning, letting the girl out of her cell, and no 
matter how well she hid it, Alvin could tell she was upset at how 
things had turned out . 

It didn't seem that she was trying to hide it at all anymore, though. 
"That was completely unnecessary, " she told him quietly, so that 
their conversation wasn't overheard by the rest of the crew. 

Alvin shrugged. "Perhaps. But then again, she did mark up my face and 
lied to me about her leg. She was a rather uncooperative slave. She 
forced my hand." 

"She forced nothing, " Anna countered. "You are letting your anger 
lead your actions. Captain." 

Alvin turned to her with a bemused expression. "How brave you are 
with your words today, my dear, " he commented. "Tell me, when was it 
that you realized you cared for those silly little Vikings locked up 
in my brig?" 

Anna cooled a bit at that, casting her eyes down. "I just do not 
think it was wise to kill her," she corrected herself. "You have 
thrown away our best chance at finding that treasure. Who is to say 
we even interpret the song correctly when we get there?" 

"I don't need her to find my treasure," he snapped back. He looked 
back out at the water. "I can interpret the lullaby myself." He held 
out an expectant hand. 

She sighed, taking the parchment from her pocket and handing it to 
him. She had written the lullaby down, knowing he would have expected 
her to. He unfolded the paper to examine it. 

"AnnaaC 1 " he said slowly after a moment. "This is in Spanish." 

She met his eyes, matching his hard glare. "Just a little insurance," 
she told him, "in case you decide that I 'force your hand'." 

He slowly folded the paper back up and put it in his pocket. "Tread 
carefully, darling," he warned. "You just might." 

"I won't hold my breath," she replied. "And I should say the same for 
you. Tread carefully. Captain. You are becoming desperate. 

Desperation can turn any man into a fool, and fools usually end up 
dead . " 

He shot her another dangerous look, but said nothing. Instead, he 
turned and left, shouting instructions at the crew. "Set course for 
Skullian Island!" he told them. "If any ships are sighted along the 
way, inform me immediately!" 



Anna stayed where she was, a shaky breath escaping her as she leaned 
on the rail with both hands. She looked down at the water, thinking 
about how the bravest person she'd ever met was down there now, dead, 
and she couldn't save her. 

She swallowed the lump in her throat, then straightened up and 
composed herself before turning and walking away. She still had a job 
to do . 

_** a sexy line **_ 

_**I'd like to point out right now that no, Camicazi is not a bad 
guy. I thought it was rather obvious, but just to make sure you all 
understand that. She hasn't made the best choices thus far, but she's 
not out to kill our heroes. **_ 

_**So...? Thoughts? Love? Hate? Predictions? Wants? Let me know. 

: ) **_ 

_**A quick quote before we sign of from Through the Eyes of Children: 
The Warriors. This one is from... Camicazi !**_ 

_**"Come on, hot stuff. Lets go make some babies of our 
own ! "**_ 

_**Gotta love her. :)**_ 

_**Until next time!**_ 

_* *~StoriesOf Aninsomniac* *_ 


18. Chapter 18 

**_Good morning_* *_* * , everyone! :)**_ 

_**So... I'm interested to see what kind of reactions I get out of 
this chapter. This is a serious game changer. But you have to read it 
first to form an opinion, right?**_ 

_**En joy ! **_ 


_** a sexy line **_ 

Stoick ripped off his helmet and threw it to the ground. 

It had been a week. A week. The tribe, the parents of the children, 
were all starting to lose hope. Each day lessened the chances of 
finding them. Each day lessened the likelihood of getting them back 
alive. Each day harbored new thoughts as to the horrors the children 
were experiencing, or even if they were alive at all. Much of the 
tribe had already started to mourn the loss of their young 
heroes . 

They had gone through everything a dozen times. They'd searched the 
records, gathered up anything Grimbeard had written, reread the 
report of his death a hundred times, and memorized every inch of the 
portrait drawn of him. They raided his memorial site, though all that 
was there was his stone. Spitelout had even made a trip to Outcast 
Island, offering a few coins, and a very large sword to their throat 



if that wasn't convincing enough, in exchange for information. All he 
had found out was that the latest Pirate rumored to be after 
Grimbeard's treasure was Alvin the Treacherous, and that he had 
somehow gotten ahold of Grimbeard's sword. 

That didn't broaden their hopes at all. 

They only other thing they had thought was even slightly helpful was 
what was carved on the stone at Grimbeard's memorial site. His name, 
the dates of his birth and death, and the family lullaby in small 
script beneath. Stoick knew that the lullaby had some sort of 
signif icance, but he'd been over the lyrics again and again. They all 
had. None of it gave them any clue as to where the treasure could 
be . 

The Night Fury appeared at his side tentatively. The dragon nudged 
the great man's arm with his snout. Stoick let one of his hands drop 
from his face to look down at the black beast. Toothless looked up at 
him, holding the discarded helmet in his mouth and offering it to the 
man. It was a bit of surprise. The Night Fury had hardly moved for 
his spot in front of the fire, only dragging himself up the stairs 
every night and collapsing onto his rider's bed. 

Stoick reached out and took the helmet in a limp hand. He stared at 
it a moment before looking back at the Night Fury. Toothless sniffed 
the items on the table, a few of Hiccup's belongings, and whimpered. 
Stoick sighed and reached his other hand out, patting the beast's 
head . 

"I know, boy," Stoick murmured. "I miss her, too." 

"We'll find her, Stoick," Gobber, sitting across the table, assured 
him. "All of them. We just have to keep looking." 

"We might find them faster if you'd stop drinking," Spitelout, at the 
end, snapped back. 

Gobber shrugged him off, downing the rest of his mead. When he was 
finished he slammed his mug down and wiped his moustache. "We all 
know I work better when I'm drunk." 

Spitelout rolled his eyes. Stoick made no comment, instead keeping 
his focus on Hiccup's belongings on the table. Just a few were there. 
One of her sketchbooks, a bigger one that she didn't take with her, 
and her old prosthetic. Her weapons, too; her bow and quiver, along 
with her short sword, all of which had been recovered at the 
site . 

He picked up her sword, the thing tiny in his hands, and unsheathed 
it. He turned it slowly, examining it's shiny surface, then down to 
the decorated hilt. He started mumbling the lullaby to himself. 

"Are you ready young one/For an adventure so great/Hold your sword 
before youa€ 1 ." He held Hiccup's sword out before him, pointing it 
straight towards the fire where Toothless sat and watched. "There's 
gold to find, don't be late." 

"Aye," came Gobber. "Shame we don't have Grimbeard's sword, then. I'm 
sure that blade has something hidden in the hilt or something that 
will tell us where to look." 



Stoick creased his brows, still looking out to the point of the 
sword. Hold your sword before you. They all knew that this meant that 
the sword would somehow lead them to where the treasure was hidden, 
they just didn't know how. 

He frowned, looking back to the hilt. A Night Fury, being the dragon 
that Hiccup rode, was decorated there. He looked back out over the 
tip of the sword, where her dragon sat. 

His eyes widened. He looked back at the decorated hilt, then back at 
the actual Night Fury he was pointing at. 

Gobber sighed, standing up. "I say we call it a night, lads," he 
said. "It's well past midnight, and we need our sleep to keep our 
heads clear." Spitelout nodded, standing up as well. 

"Wait." Both men stopped at Stoick voice. He turned to them both, his 
eyes shining in realization. "Maybe we don't need the actual 
sword . " 

Both men frowned. "What ya ' goin' on about, Stoick?" Gobber 
asked . 

Stoick stood, shuffling through the papers quickly until he found the 
one he wanted. He set the portrait of Grimbeard at the center of the 
table, then leaned over close to examine it. He tapped at what he had 
been searching for. "Grimbeard is wearing his sword in this picture. 
Maybe that's all we need." 

Spitelout leaned over as well. "You think there is something on the 
surface of the sword that could lead us there?" 

"Hold your sword before you," Stoick recited the line. He held up 
Hiccup's sword, pointing it back at the Night Fury. "What is on the 
hilt of Hiccup's sword?" 

"A Night Fury," Gobber answered. "Crafted it myself." 

"And when I hold it before me, what am I pointing at?" Stoick 
pressed. Toothless cocked his head to the side and cooed, confused as 
to why all the attention had turned to him. 

"The Night Fury," Spitelout exhaled, understanding. Both him and 
Stoick leaned back over the picture, peering close. 

"What do you think the dragon on the hilt of Grimbeard' s sword is?" 
Stoick asked him. "Can you make it out?" 

Gobber peered over their shoulders. "Aye, that's a Skullion, that," 
he told them. They both looked up at him. He shrugged. "Would 
recognize one of those from a mile away. No wings, no eyes, talons a 
foot long . " 

Spitelout met Stoick 's eyes. "There is no way Grimbeard' s first kill 
was a Skullion." 

"Hold your sword before youa€ 1 " Stoick repeated. He stood up sharply, 
sheathing Hiccup's sword before latching his own to his belt and 
grabbing his hammer. 



"Wake the men, " he told his second-in-command . "Wake everyone and 
ready the ships. We leave at first light." 

Spitelout gave a quick nod of understanding before rushing out the 
door, his voice bellowing loudly as soon as he stepped out. Stoick 
followed him at a slower yet determined pace. Toothless following 
close behind. 

"You think they're there, then?" Gobber asked, hobbling after him. 
"You think they figured out that the treasure is on the Isle of 
Skullions ? " 

"Hiccup would have figured it out," Stoick answered him. "God's know 
what Alvin did to get the answer out of her, though." His fists 
clenched angrily at the thought. Alvin was a dead man. 

"And what if they're already gone when we get there?" Gobber worried 
on, his mind tired and slightly fuzzy due to the mead. "It's been a 
week, Stoick . " 

Villagers were bustling about, running out of their homes and 
pounding on the doors of others. "Hiccup is stubborn," the great man 
was quick to respond as they walked amongst the chaos.. "It will have 
taken a few days for her to even realize she had the answer, then 
another few for Alvin to get it out of her." 

He sighed, stopping at the cliff to watch the docks come alive. The 
Night Fury whined beside him and Stoick put a hand on his head. "All 
we can do now is pray that we're not already too late." 

The sun would rise in a few hours. At the rate the Villagers were 
working, they would be gone by the time it broke the horizon. 

_Hang on, Hiccup_, Stoick thought. _We ' re 
coming_. 

_** ^ sexy line **_ 


_Mmmm_a€ 1 

Hiccup was warm. Nice and toasty warm. Her father must have put more 
wood on her fire at some point during the night, maybe thrown an 
extra fur on her while he was at it. She loved it when he did 
that . 

_Uhga€ 1 Sorea€ 1 _ 

Her and Toothless must have had a long flight yesterday. She was 
definitely feeling it this morning. It didn't bother her too much, 
though. Her bed was warm and cozy enough to ease the pain. Besides, 
she was used to it. 

She was just about to ease back into slumber, hoping to get another 
hour before Ari woke her up, when she felt something cold and wet on 
the side of her head. Now she was confused. That didn't feel like 
Toothless' tongue. 

She tried to open her eyes and move her head to find the source, only 
to discover that it was a monumental effort to do either of the 



simple tasks. She groaned, her head suddenly pounding, then 
questioned if that ungodly sound had come from her. 

"Slow," a voice said. It was a man's voice. Deep and low. Baritone. 

It sounded nice. Calming. "Do not force yourself to wake. The process 
will be easier naturally." His voice was so smooth and strong that 
she wanted to listen to him. He must know what he's talking about. So 
she relaxed, allowing her mind and body to slowly re enter the 
conscious world. 

Eventually, her eyes started to flutter open. The world was fuzzy at 
first. It took several slow blinks for it to clear. When it finally 
did, she came to see that she wasn't in her room at all, nor was she 
on her bed. This room was much smaller, the bed makeshift, the fur 
not hers. It wasn't morning, either. It was dark, the room lit by 
candle light. The cold rag was pulled from her face. She turned her 
head to see where it went. 

Dark hands, dark as chocolate, dipped the rag into a small bowl of 
water before ringing it out. She followed the hands up to the rest of 
his body, up his bare arms, and to the face of this person to 
f inda€ 1 

. . . Heimdall ? 

The young man's strange golden eyes met hers as he pressed the rag 
back to her face. She winced, now feeling the bruise that had formed 
on her temple and under her eye. 

"Brutus hit you very hard the other day, " the voice said. She looked 
at Heimdall 's mouth, realizing that that alluring sound had come from 
him. "He may have cracked your cheekbone, but it has stayed in place. 
It will heal well." 

It took a moment for it all to click in her head. Heimdall. This was 
the guy that had whipped her. Brutus was the one that beat her 
everyday. This roomaC 1 That portholeaC 1 This is where she had been 
pulled inside by whoever had rescued her after Alvin made her walk 
the plank. That only meant one thing. 

She was still on the bloody ship. 

Which just didn't make sense with her current situation. Here she 
was, in a tiny room who knows where on the ship, on an incredibly 
comfortable pile of furs with a small bowl of coals and embers 
glowing nearby, and Heimdall, a person who had hurt her when she 
first got on the ship... was healing her? 

She wanted to shy away from him, but didn't have the strength in her 
to do so. "H-Heimdalla€ 1 " she croaked, her voice hoarse. "Where- 
Whata€ 1 What happened? Why am I... here?" Her fear was that Alvin had 
somehow changed his mind, that he had gotten her out of the water and 
was having her healed up just to use her again. But her fears were 
extinguished a moment later, replaced by more confusion. 

"I saved your scrawny ass, that's what happened," another voice came 
from the corner of the room. With great effort. Hiccup turned to see 
a certain blonde sitting on the slanted ladder leading up to the 
hatch that led out of the room. Twit sat on Camicazi's shoulder, but 
on seeing Hiccup's wakefulness he scurried right over to 



her . 


Camicazi finished picking at her fingernail and stood from her seat. 
"And you're here because no one can know you're here." 

Hiccup brought a hand to her head, using the other to gently stop 
Twit from licking her face. "I don'ta€l I don't understand. Why did 
you knock me out?" 

Camicazi shrugged. "I had to keep you quiet for a while. Besides, 
Heimdall needed to work on healing you first before you started 
asking questions." 

What? Hiccup pinched the bridge of her nose. "Whya€ 1 How am I 
here? " 

"Alvin threw you overboard, but Camicazi jumped into the water and 
saved your life, " Heimdall explained. "You are hidden here to rest 
and recover. Ayla and I will repair your strength." 

Hiccup squinted, trying to make a shred of sense from what was going 
on. She had a million questions. "...Ayla?" was all she could come up 
with . 

At the sound of her name, a girl's head popped over Heimdall 's 
enormous shoulder, then revealed herself completely by stepping out 
from behind him with a small bowl in her hand. It took Hiccup a few 
moments to place her. This was the only other girl she had seen on 
the ship in the past week, the one with long black hair and just as 
dark eyes that was always off to the side eating something whenever 
they were on deck. 

Why on earth was she there? Why were any of them there? Camicazi she 
might have understood, but the other two? She hadn't a clue. 

"Think you can sit, yes?" the girl asked in broken Norse. She 
gestured with her hands for Hiccup to sit up, then moved her dainty 
hands under Hiccup's shoulders to assist her. 

With Ayla and Heimdall 's help, she was able to get into an upright 
position and lean against the wall. It was then she noticed, as the 
furs fell from her, that she wasn't wearing her own clothes. She was 
hardly even wearing any at all. Just a pair of tight leather trousers 
and some simple chest wrappings. 

She was almost afraid to ask. "Uhm, where are my clothes?" 

"Ah. Clothes burned," Ayla told her. 

Hiccup blinked at her. "Burned? You burned my clothes?" 

"They were soiled, " Heimdall explained. "Your injuries ruined them 
and could have caused infection. We couldn't risk any of the crew 
finding them, so they were burned." 

"Fantastic," Hiccup muttered. Just another thing to add to her list. 
At this point all she hoped was that Ayla had been the one to change 
her and not Heimdall, not that she wanted either of them to. 

"We're still working on getting your foot-boot thing back, though," 



Camicazi informed her. Considering how the blonde was currently 
wearing both Alvin's hat and Snotlout's belt at the moment. Hiccup 
didn't doubt her abilities. "By the way, that whole one leg thing? 
Totally did not see that coming. Serious plot twist." 

Hiccup ignored her, something Heimdall had said sticking with her at 
that moment. Her head spun, partly in the effort of sitting up and 
partly in her sheer confusion as to what exactly was going on. 
Heimdall had said that they couldn't risk any of the crew finding her 
clothes, and that was why they had burned them. She hadn't a clue 
what that meant as far as what their current standing was. 

She was becoming increasingly aware of her injuries, however. The 
numerous bruises she had acquired over the past week were making 
themselves known, and her back stung dully. Her ears hurt, too. She 
moved her hand down from her head to her left ear, only to have her 
finger catch on a small hoop there. 

Her eyes widened. She quickly investigated the other one to find it 
in the same state. "When did-" 

"Do you love them?" Camicazi cut her off, leaning against the wall, 
beaming. "I figured if you're going to be a Pirate, you otta' look 
like one . " 

Hiccup was less than thrilled. "You pierced my ears?" she demanded. 
"Are you insane?" 

Camicazi seemed hardly bothered as she shrugged. "I prefer 
eccentric . " 

Hiccup closed her eyes and took a slow breath before deciding that it 
wasn't worth her time at the moment. There were bigger problems to 
deal with, the biggest one at the moment being why the Hel she was 
supposedly being hidden from the rest of the crew, Alvin included, 
who all thought she was dead and was being healed by two of the 
Pirates themselves. Just as she opened her mouth to ask, however, the 
hatch door opened. A moment later, the very last person Hiccup would 
have expected dropped down into the tiny room. 

Anna closed the hatch carefully before sighing heavily and turning 
slightly, a lost look in her eyes. She slumped onto the lowest step 
of the slanted latter and dropped her head in her hands, covering her 
face completely. 

"What are we going to do?" she asked in a small, defeated voice, 
presumably to the rest of the room. "She'saCl Hiccup is-" 

"Right here, " Camicazi finished for her, gesturing lazily over at 
Hiccup with a dagger that had appeared in her hand. . 

Anna's head snapped up, her eyes quickly looking around the room 
before locking on Hiccup. She stood abruptly, taking a hesitant step 
towards her. In those few seconds. Hiccup saw a dozen emotions flash 
across the face that had been completely blank since the moment they 
stepped onto the ship a week ago, the biggest and most shocking one 
being relief. It lasted for so long that Hiccup started to shift 
uncomfortably under her gaze. 


"You are-" the Spanish girl swallowed, disbelief shining in her eyes. 



"You are alive." She quickly turned to Camicazi. "Alvin can not find 
out she is here." 

"Uhm, duh, " Camicazi rolled her eyes. "He's not going to." 

Hiccup exhaled sharply, deciding she'd had enough. "Okay, will 
someone please tell me what's going on?" she asked irritably. She 
pointed to Camicazi. "You're pretty much Alvin's worst nightmare, so 
I understand why you're here." The blonde shrugged in agreement. "But 
the rest of you?" She pointed at Anna. "You're Alvin's first mate." 
She pointed to Heimdall. "You're one of Alvin's dirty work boys." She 
pointed to Ayla. "And you'reaCl Who are you?" 

Ayla smiled. "Ah," she exclaimed. "I am cook." 

"You're all Pirates!" Hiccup concluded, throwing her hands up in 
exasperation, immediately regretting it afterward. Twit whistled 
beside her. "Pirates of Alvin the Treacherous' crew! And now you're 
hiding me? Helping me? What is this, some sort of mutiny?" she asked 
skeptically . 

"Ah, in a way it is," Camicazi answered her, laughing a bit. She 
pushed herself off the wall and gestured to the three accused. "You 
see, they're Pirates, all right. They just happened to belong to a 
different crew before this one, and I just so happen to be their 
Captain . " 

Hiccup stared at her. Wait. What? "UhmaC 1 I don'taCl 
UnderstandaC 1 " 

Camicazi knelt in front of her with a downright naughty smile on her 
face. She offered a hand to the small girl. "Welcome to my Band of 
Misfits, " she said. 

_** ^ sexy line **_ 

The short version was this: Ari had been right that something else 
was going on on the ship. 

The longer version was much more complicated. 

Camicazi and her Band of Misfits, consisting of Thuggery, Julian, 
Ayla, Heimdall, and Anna, had all boarded the ship a little over two 
months ago, the same time everyone else did when Alvin was forming 
his crew for the treasure hunt. They had originally set out on the 
treasure hunt themselves, but they knew they needed a bigger ship, a 
crew, and more resources to find Grimbeard's treasure. Alvin just so 
happened to have all of those. 

Anna, having caught Alvin's eye early on with her smarts, skill, 
beauty, and seemingly suppressed anger issues, quickly became first 
mate. This had been planned and achieved by Anna's remarkable acting 
skills. Alvin had yet to question her loyalty until that morning. 
Heimdall, his strength and size rather hard to ignore, had become an 
enforcer, while Ayla had taken up the position as the ship's cook. 

She was the one who had been sneaking food to them each 
morning . 

Camicazi, Thuggery, and Julian were another story. Originally, they 
had all been standard deck hands, regular crew members. However, 



Julian, being the loud mouth he was, was discovered early on and 
quickly locked up in the brig. Once he was discovered, however, Alvin 
then knew that there were others aboard who had plans for 
mutiny . 

Not long later, Camicazi was caught. One of the crew, former 
Bog-Burglar now Outcast, recognized her one day when her features 
weren't hidden under a hat. She had been causing chaos on the ship 
ever since, breaking out of her cell regularly, stealing things, and 
continually pissing Alvin off. 

At this point, Alvin was suspicious of everyone in his crew, though 
especially the younger ones. To take the attention off Anna, 

Heimdall, and Ayla, Thuggery set himself up to be caught. He was 
found digging around in Alvin's quarters presumably for 'keys to the 
brig'. Having now caught and locked up three young Vikings he assumed 
were just in it for an adventure, and the other three of the Misfits 
not fitting this description, Alvin was satisfied and his suspicions 
died out . 

Then came the part of how Hiccup and her friends had gotten on 
board . 

Yes, Camicazi and her Misfits had a hand in it. Alvin knew that he 
needed the heir of the Haddock name, but he didn't know at first how 
he was going to get them. Camicazi had told him that they would be on 
a hunting trip. Thuggery had provided the map of Berk. 

"You gotta believe me, smalls, " Camicazi sighed, shaking her head. 

She met Hiccup's eyes, hers shining in honest regret. "No one was 
supposed to get hurt. I mean, maybe a little, it is an adventure, but 
not like this." She eyed Hiccup's injuries. "Not tortured." 

It was a low blow, knowing that they had been a part of what landed 
them in this Hel. But as the night wore on and they kept talking. 
Hiccup's anger slowly dwindled. 

The original plan had been a good one. Give Alvin the information. 

Get the Berkians on board. Tell them of their plans to overthrow 
Alvin and take the gold for themselves. Surely they would be into it 
if it meant finding the lout of a thousand tribes. Who wouldn't want 
to be a part of that adventure, to bring honor, glory and wealth to 
their tribe? How awesome would it have been to come back from their 
hunting trip with piles of gold and a Pirate ship? 

And so, thinking that Hiccup would know at least where to look and 
would be able to figure it out with Grimbeard's sword, they figured 
that they would get it all done in a few days. As they all knew that 
Grimbeard's treasure was well protected, they all knew a significant 
number of Alvin's crew would die in the search. Plus, with Hiccup and 
the others on the Misfit's side, they could make sure of that. The 
ship would be easier to take over then, and the gold would be 
theirs . 

It was supposed to be exciting. Fun. That's what young Vikings did in 
their spare time; they went on adventures and made names of 
themselves . 


Things went south rather quickly, however. 



First, three of their group were locked up in the Brig. When Anna 
went to shore to locate the group for extraction, they had decided 
that she would warn them of what was to come and to assure the group 
of who was on their side. In the end, she didn't. 

"You scared me, " she admitted to Hiccup, "when you shot me with your 
arrow. Your group seemed more aggressive than Camicazi or Thuggery 
had told us. I thought you would kill me, so I avoided you." 

"Why didn't you tell us when we captured you, then?" Hiccup asked. 
"Why didn't you warn me?" 

Anna shook her head. "Would you have believed me?" she asked in 
return. In all honesty, she probably wouldn't have. "And it is like I 
said, I was afraid you were going to kill me, at first. Even if I had 
told you, however, none of you seemed like you wanted to go on a 
treasure hunt. You did not even want to be on that Hunting Trip, from 
what I could see." 

She was right about that. "So then why not tell us so that we could 
run away? Why not call off the whole thing?" 

Anna met her eyes. "Because my friends were still on the ship. I 
could not abandon them. If I had warned you and you left, Alvin would 
have known I betrayed him and he would not have gotten what he 
wanted. Who knows what he would have done to us, to my friends, 
then? " 

Actually, based on the physical state of all the Berkians and 
Hiccup's 'dead' status, they all had an idea now, which led to why 
none of them had told them anything about this plan the entire 
week . 

"We couldn't tell you because Alvin was torturing you," Camicazi 
explained. "You knew next to nothing about where the treasure was, so 
he was pretty much beating you for nothing. We couldn't trust you 
with that information because, for one, you would have hated us, 
which you probably do now anyway. Also, you might have given us up to 
Alvin just to get him to stop beating you up everyday." 

Hiccup tried to be mad at this, but she knew in the end that she 
couldn't blame them for it. They were stuck on Alvin's ship too, and 
they were protecting themselves. You couldn't trust anyone with any 
sort of information when they were being tortured, no matter how 
strong their will power. 

When all was said and done. Hiccup sat back, absorbing the new 
information. Yes, she was still a bit angry. She knew that Camicazi 
and her Misfits were partly responsible for all that had happened to 
them. However, another part of her knew that Alvin, being Alvin the 
Treacherous, would have found a way to capture the six Berkians, or 
perhaps just Hiccup on her own, without the rebels on board. Hiccup 
had been kidnaped before, and Alvin was a lot smarter than those few 
Outcasts who had pulled it off a few months ago. A part of her knew 
that they would have ended up in this situation no matter what. That 
same part of her was also grateful that they were there. Her and her 
group probably wouldn't have survived this long without them. 


They wouldn't have gotten the food and water they needed to keep 
their strength up in order to endure Alvin's tortures. Their 



injuries, and this was the hardest one for her to accept, would have 
been a lot worse had Heimdall not stepped in when he did for the 
whippings. She had seen whippings far worse than what they had 
received. Also, Alvin would have run Hiccup through that morning had 
Anna not let her out of her cell to tame the dragon. Alvin wouldn't 
have found out she couldn't swim if she hadn't been made a slave, and 
this wouldn't have given Camicazi the opportunity to save her 
lif e . 

At that she looked down, fingering the wrappings on her forearm where 
the mark laid underneath. It had been on when she woke up, so she 
knew they all knew about it. Heimdall, who had been attending to her 
other injuries, had wrapped it with great care, though it was 
unnecessary. It wasn't bleeding or an open wound. It didn't need to 
be covered, which led her to question why it was. 

She took a deep breath before asking her first question since they'd 
finished their tale. "Why did you save me?" she asked softly, taking 
another bowl of broth from Ayla for her to work on. 

"Well I wasn't about to let the future Chief of Berk drown," Camicazi 
replied, as if it were ridiculous that she would even ask such a 
question. "That would hardly be good for political 
relations . " 

Hiccup rolled her eyes. "You know what I mean, Camicazi." She looked 
away, instead focusing on Twit as she pet his head. "And I'm not the 
future Chief of Berk anymore." 

"Of course you are, " Anna countered. "You are a Haddock, 
yes ? " 


"Anna's right," Camicazi seconded. "Unless you have an older sibling 
I never knew about, I'd say you're it, shortstack." 

Hiccup shook her head, confused as to why they were avoiding the 
obvious. "No, Snotlout is my cousin. He will be the next Chief 
now . " 

Camicazi snorted. "Your Tribe would let him be Chief?" It actually 
was a funny thought. "I mean, I get that he's good-looking and all, 
but he's not the brightest bulb in the bunch." 

"You should not let him take that role," Heimdall jumped in. "As the 
direct heir, you have every right to claim your name and 
birthright . " 

"I have no right!" Hiccup snapped, silencing them. Twit whistled low. 
"Ever since AlvinaC 1 " she swallowed, her voice quieting. "Ever since 
he pressed that brand into my skin, I've had no rights at all." 

They were silent for a moment more, exchanging glances, before 
Camicazi spoke up again. "Oh, you mean that nasty scar Alvin gave you 
earlier?" She tisked. "I'd keep that covered if I were you. Wouldn't 
want to scare anyone off with that." Hiccup furled her eye 
brows . 

"They would be, but they should not be, " Anna spoke next, leaning 
back casually. "Eools can not see past what their eyes show them. 

They look on the outside and see what they do not like, and then miss 



the goodness and bravery in that person's heart; the value of 
them . " 

Hiccup couldn't believe what she was hearing. They all knew about her 
mark, and yet they all were blatantly ignoring it, as if it meant 
nothing or it wasn't even there. Camicazi, surely, could have used 
this to her advantage being the next Chief of the Bog-Burglars. But 
she wasn't, and she was giving the impression that she never 
would . 

Ayla sat down next to her, placing a hand over Hiccup's heart. "You 
have brave heart," she said with a smile. She touched the bandage. 
"Scar make you braver." 

Heimdall met her eyes, speaking again in that voice that made 
everything okay. "Scars make better leaders," he said, "though not 
all are visible to their followers." He nodded at the wrappings. "Nor 
should they be." 

She was at a loss for words. Here they all knew about it, they all 
knew about the slave laws, and yet they all chose to ignore them. 

They didn't call it a mark or a brand. They called it a scar, as if 
it were something she had endured and could now move on. At the same 
time, they were promising to keep it a secret, to not tell anyone 
else about it as the rest of the world would be 'fools' to the 
knowledge. There they were, giving her back her name and title and 
everything she stood for, and yet expected nothing in return. And for 
a moment, just a moment. Hiccup saw hope; a chance of returning to to 
Berk when this was all over. She had a chance to take her life 
back . 

She couldn't help the water that clouded her vision. "Thank you," she 
said softly. Heimdall nodded, while the girls smiled at her in 
return . 

Hiccup took a deep breath and released it, shaking off the emotion in 
the room and changing the topic. "Soa€l What do we do now?" 

"Well," Camicazi began, "technically you're dead, so nothing at the 
moment. Right now, however, this ship is headed to the Isle of 
Skullions." She met her eyes, a playful look about them. "What would 
you like to do when we get there?" 

Hiccup smiled. She didn't forgive them, not yet. No matter what, they 
had been a part of the whole mess. Heimdall had hurt her. Anna had 
lied to her. Camicazi neglected to just come to them first formally 
and simply ask if they wanted to go treasure hunting. They could have 
handled things much better. But they were there now. There was no 
changing it, no point in harboring over what could have been 
different. And now. Hiccup had a chance to save her friends and get 
her revenge on Alvin at the same time. She had a chance to find the 
loot of a thousand tribes and claim it for her family. She had a 
chance to turn the tables. 

So she said, "I say we find my grandfather's 
treasure . " 

_** ^ sexy line **_ 

_**Did I shock you? :)**_ 



_**I hope at least some of you were. I do realize that there are a 
few more things that need to be addressed regarding the Misfits, but 
don't worry. They will be. And for those of you wanting serious 
revenge on a couple of the Misfits in particular, be patient. Hiccup 
hasn't quite forgiven them yet, nor should she, and they are each 
punished in their own way.**_ 

_**Also: Ayla doesn't belong to me. She belongs to Megadracosaurus , 
who helped me create her along with Julian. I just gave her a voice 
and made her a cook. :)**_ 

_**Alrighty! Quick quote from Through the Eyes of Children: The 
Warriors! This one is from... Stoick!**_ 

_**"You have to protect your people now."**_ 

_**Wise words. **_ 

_**I want to post Friday, but I have a SUPER busy week ahead of me, 
so it probably won't be until Monday. Hopefully this chapter has been 
interesting enough to hold you over. 

: ) **_ 


_* *~StoriesOf Aninsomniac* *_ 

_**P.S. Back stories on the Misfits and how they met Camicazi, you 
say? Well... I may have just written those. :) Keep an eye 
out ! **_ 


19. Chapter 19 
**_Hello my lovelies! _** 

**_So sorry it's been two weeks! Like I mentioned, SUPER BUSY. 
Seriously, it's insane. As it is, I spent all day at the airport the 
other day and then several more hours on as plane. With work and 
packing (not to mention doing it with a broken leg), I didn't even 
have time to finish editing this until last night. But here is a 
super long chapter to make up for it!_** 

**_Lets open with some humor, shall 
we?_** 

**_En joy !_** 


**_ ^ sexy line _** 

Ruffnut shifted slightly, a soft, content sigh escaping her as she 
settled comfortably in the warmth surrounding her. 

Something disturbed her slumber, though. Creaking, like wood being 
strained. The ground was moving, too. Her eyebrows knit, she opened 
her eyes, blinking a few times to let them adjust. The first thing 
she saw was cell bars, then a lonely port hole on the other side of 
the room. The ground moved again. She groaned inwardly. She was still 
on the bloody ship. 


More problematic, however, was the current position she was in on 



said bloody ship. As the chest beneath her rose and fell steadily, 
she looked down to realize in mild horror whom exactly she was laying 
on . 

She quickly moved to pull herself off Julian, only to realize that it 
was going to be a much more difficult than it should have been. He 
had an arm around her and a leg tangled in hers. Completely flustered 
and more than a little irritated, she didn't hesitate to slap him 
awake . 

The older boy cried out in shock. He held a flushed cheek in his hand 
tenderly. "What the-" He met Ruff's murderous gaze. His turned from 
shock to downright smug. "Well goodmorning to you too, 
gorgeous . " 

She let out a furious growl, her face completely flushed in 
embarrassment. "Just get off me, you disgusting troll!" 

He rolled his eyes, but was already starting to help her up. "Yeesh. 
No need for name calling or-" She slapped her hand onto his other 
cheek, pressing his face into the floorboards for leverage to sit up. 
"Gah! Violence!" 

As soon as she was free she scrambled to the other side of the cell 

to get as far away as possible from him, taking her dagger out of her 

boot for good measure. While he complained and nursed his sure to be 
bruised cheek, she let out a sigh of relief, feeling the disaster 
averted, and looked away from him. Her eyes then fell on Fishlegs, 
sitting directly across from them in his own cell. He was watching 
them curiously, with no hint of jealousy or anger in his eyes as she 
would have thought there would be. When he noticed her looking at him 
though, he blushed and quickly avoided her gaze. 

This time, she groaned aloud and let her head fall back on the bars. 

Great. She had just been caught sleeping on another man in front of 

her fiance. Right. That will go over well with their parents, not to 
mention the bridal agreement. 

"What's the matter sweetheart?" Julian asked. "Already regretting a 
perfect night of cuddling with yours truly?" 

Her face flushed even deeper than before. She had never felt this way 
before. It was just so embarrassing. She wondered if this was how 
Hiccup had felt that day in Dragon Training what felt like a lifetime 
ago when her and Ari were all tangled together and he accidently 
touched her boobs. She was about to make a smart, angered remark back 
at Julian when that thought stopped her hard and fast. 

Hiccup . 

She suddenly remembered why she had fallen asleep on Julian the night 
before. She was crying, having embarrassingly burst into a fit of 
sobs at Anna's silent answer to her brother's question. 

Is she alive? 

Julian had held her, comforting her as she mourned her friend, their 
leader, who had just been murdered by Alvin the Treacherous and his 
Pirate crew. Hiccup was gone, and this time she wasn't coming back. 
The thought brought a new wave of tears to her eyes, but she 



swallowed them. Ignoring Julian completely, she shifted and turned to 
see the person she was worried most about since they'd gotten the 
news . 

Hiccup's prosthetic was gone from the middle of the hallway, but she 
barely registered this as she took in Ari ' s form. Last night he 
hadn't moved, even as they called his name and tired to get a 
response out of him. Even as they talked about it, what they would do 
and how they would get him to function again. They didn't think he 
would. Not without Hiccup. 

But there he was, sitting crosslegged and tall. His face and 
expression were blank, his presence having resumed back into what it 
was before Hiccup had entered his life. His eyes gave away nothing, 
and his stance could only have one description. He was waiting. For 
what, she didn't know. 

It shocked her seeing him like this, so much so that it took her a 
minute to address him. "Ari?" she asked. "Ari, are you-" she bit her 
tongue. Of course he wasn't alright. None of them were. She cleared 
her throat. "What are you doing?" 

He didn't look at her. He didn't even move. He just kept his eyes on 
the lock of his cell, his body still. "Waiting," was all he said. His 
voice didn't sound like his. 

"Waiting?" Snotlout grumbled, rubbing the sleep out of his eyes. "For 
what? You're not going to do anything about this?" 

Tuffnut rolled his eyes from his unchanged position against the ship 
wall. "Moron. He is doing something." He gestured to Ari. "He's 
waiting for Anna to come get him. Alvin will want to see him 
eventually. Then he can kill the bastard." 

Thuggery locked worried eyes on Ari. "You're going to kill him?" he 
asked. He shook his head. "You know that as soon as you do that, the 
crew will-" 

"I will kill him," Ari interrupted him harshly, "when the moment is 
right." He turned his head to the boy, looking away from the lock on 
his cell for the first time in hours. "And unless you can convince me 
otherwise, you will be next." 

The dark haired boy didn't get a chance to respond. Too soon, Anna 
entered the room, her face blank as if yesterday hadn't even 
happened, and walked up to Ari ' s cell. Ari stood waiting for her, to 
which she didn't even look surprised. Silently, she unlocked his cell 
and held it open for him. He stepped out, then followed her without 
comment or resistance as the others watched on. 

Ruffnut only hoped that he wouldn't do anything stupid. He couldn't 
die. They couldn't lose him too. But she knew that, with Hiccup gone, 
there were no guarantees. 

She just prayed that he knew what he was doing. 

**_ ^ sexy line _** 

The third time he had almost lost Hiccup, someone had taken her from 
him . 



Brutish, disgusting Outcasts had kidnaped her to try and force her to 
train dragons. How those few Outcasts had come to discover that she 
could do such a thing was still unknown, but the fact remained that 
this made Hiccup a target. The whole of Berk was determined to keep 
wanting eyes off of her, so the Outcasts were taken care of, and the 
dragons remained a secret. As they all should have known though, 
there were other things about Hiccup that made her worth more than a 
chest of gold. 

She never seemed bothered by this. She knew that being the heir of a 
powerful tribe, having the information she did, the things she could 
do, all put her at risk. He could hear her whisper this to him 
now . 

_"We ' re Vikings, Ari . It's an occupational hazard. 

_I wish it weren't_, he thought back._ I don't think I can handle 
this ._ 

_"0f course you can. You're Ari Hofferson the Stouthearted, pride of 
Berk . 

_You're the pride of Berk, Hiccup._ 

_"Only because I tamed a dragon. 

_Right_. _You_ only _tamed a dragon. _ 

He could just see her roll her eyes._ "You know what I mean. You've 
always been more Viking than me . 

_That ' s not true_, he thought. _You're smarter than me, and just as 
stubborn ._ 

"_Fine, physically then. And just because I'm smart doesn't mean 
you ' re dumb . 

_That doesn't mean I'm smart enough to fix this, either. Not without 
you ._ 

He could see her smile. That soft, knowing smile she wore so often 
when she looked at him. 

"_You don't need me to do what you do best, her voice whispered 
into his mind. "_You have a job to do, remember?"_ 

Her last request. He had to protect the others, to get them home. She 
believed in him, trusted him to do that. He wasn't sure if the others 
shared this trust, however. 

He heard them talking last night, when they thought he couldn't hear 
them. He laid there, eyes on the Windwalker, and didn't move as the 
four remaining Berkians plus two discussed what they would do. 

"I can't believe it," Snotlout had muttered. "She's dead." He 
growled, then punched something solid. "She's dead!" 

"Yelling won't change anything," Tuff reminded him in a low, monotone 
voice. "Punching stuff won't change it either." 



"What do you know?" Snot lout shot back. "All you've done since we got 
on this ship is mess around with that Spanish girl, and now Hiccup's 
dead! I told you we should have killed her the moment you brought her 
back to camp!" 

"Anna is not the one who killed Hiccup, " Thuggery replied in a steady 
voice . 

"He's right. Besides," Tuff added, "Alvin would have found us if we 
had killed her or not." 

"How can you be so calm about this?" the larger boy fumed. "Hiccup is 
dead and all you can do is sit there and defend a Pirate of the crew 
that murdered her? What the Hel is the matter with you?" He let out 
another enraged growl, punching something else. "And it's not just 
their fault. It's our fault, too! We were supposed to protect her! I 
was supposed to protect her!" 

"Cut it out, you guys!" Julian cut in. He rubbed Ruffnut's arm 
soothingly as she cried into his shoulder. "You're just upsetting her 
even more. Yelling and making a mess isn't going to solve anything. 
Besides, I don't see Ari over there punching anything. He's obviously 
handling this better than you." 

Ruffnut sniffed and shook her head into his shoulder. "That's 
different," she croaked. "He's... Ari ' s broken." 

They all looked over at him. He stayed still, lying on his side with 
his hand on the Windwalker's blue scales. He still hadn't moved or 
responded to them, nor would he. 

"What do you mean?" Thuggery asked anxiously. "He'll snap out of it, 
right ? " 

Ruff lifted herself from Julian a bit. "I don't know," she told them, 
her voice thick. "Without Hiccup... I don't know what he'll 

do. " 

There was a pause. Ari felt all their eyes and thoughts on him. 

"She really meant that much to him, huh?" Julian asked her 
softly . 

Ruffnut nodded. "More than you know. They loved each other, even if 
they were both too stubborn to admit it." 

Julian hummed thoughtfully. "Love is a dangerous business for Vikings 
to be in. High mortality rate. Arranged marriages." He shook his 
head. "It's messy." 

Tuffnut shrugged. "They risked it, as stupid as that was. They 
certainly felt the pain of it more than once." 

Snotlout scoffed. "You should have seen him after Hiccup lost her 
leg. He was seriously messed up." 

Ruffnut wiped her nose. "Hiccup lost her leg a while ago in an... 
accident, " she vuagly explained to the two boys. "She didn't wake up 
for nearly a week after that. For a while we didn't know if she 



would. And Ari kind of... Well, he lost it. He didn't sleep or eat 
for like, three days at least." 


"Yeah, " Tuff added. "Then he trashed the forge and acted like a total 
dick before he finally passed out." 

"There was also that time Hiccup was kidnaped by Outcasts for a few 
hours," Fishlegs added timidly. "He nearly lost his mind then 
too . " 

"Thor..." Thuggery muttered. Ari felt his eyes on him. "Do you think 
he'll ever snap out of it, then? Now that Hiccup's..." He swallowed, 
an almost mistakable look of guilt flashing across his features. "You 
know . " 

Ruff shook her head sadly. "I don't know. Without her... The best we 
can hope for is that he goes back to the way he was 
before . " 

"Before?" Julian asked. 

"Before Hiccup, " Ruff clarified. 

"Not that that was any better than this," Tuff gestured to the boy. 
"Before those two got all cozy, he was like... like a rock or 
something. Big, emotionless, and silent. All he did was train. He 
didn't talk to anyone, like at all." 

"And believe me, we tried to get him to talk, " Snotlout assured 
them . 

"Yeah, you did," Tuff gave him a pointed look. 

Ruff cut off Lout's would be shout of anger. "After Hiccup, though, 
he was different. He talked to people and even, like, smiled. He 
loved her, and she brought out the best in him." 

"But you don't know what he'll do now?" Julian asked. 

Ruff rested her face in her hands. "I don't even know what we'll do 
now," she admitted in a small voice. 

The was silence for a moment before Tuffnut quietly broke it. "Hiccup 
would have known what to do." 

After that, Ruffnut started crying again, and no one else spoke for 
the rest of the night. 

They didn't think that Ari would be able to continue on. Perhaps they 

were right. After this was all over, he didn't know what he would do 

with himself. Without Hiccup, he didn't know who he was anymore. 

There was nothing for him on Berk anymore, and he couldn't return 
having failed to save their heir. But maybe, just maybe, he could get 
four people off this bloody ship and back to their Island. And he 
would, or die trying. 

Because Ari had a plan. 

He hadn't slept at all that night, but as he stepped out onto the 

ship deck behind Anna, he'd never felt more awake. 



Though Alvin was a smart man, he wasn't that hard to figure out. He 
was driven by something, and he would do whatever he had to do to get 
what he wanted. That made him desperate, blinded, and his actions 
predictable. That just meant that Ari had to stay one step ahead. 

So he stood tall on that deck in front of the man who was responsible 
for murdering Hiccup, and he didn't make any move to attack him. Not 
yet . 

Alvin smiled at him like nothing had happened yesterday. Like they 
were friends. Ari ' s expression didn't change. 

"How are we today, my boy?" the Pirate asked, stepping towards him 
idly. "I hope there are no hard feelings between us as to the events 
that occurred yesterday." 

Ari kept his eyes forward. "None that I wish to express, " he 
answered, his voice steady and strong. 

Alvin raised an eyebrow at him. "No?" He stepped right up to the boy, 
his face uncomfortably close. Ari didn't budge. "But you seemed so 
angry. I did kill your lover, after all. I would have thought you'd 
want to kill me." 

Ari met his eyes. "I didn't say I wouldn't kill you." 

Alvin smiled. A sick, knowing smile. "Wonderfull . " 

He stepped away then, walking several paces from the boy before 
turning around. A sword was tossed in Ari ' s direction, which he 
caught with ease. Alvin drew his own sword. Ari briefly noticed that 
it wasn't Grimbeard's sword, but he kept his attention on Alvin as he 
spoke again. 

"I have a proposition for you," the man said, swinging the foreign 
sword around a bit. "Duel with me. If you win, well," he shrugged, 
"kill me. But if I win," he smiled, "you become a member of my crew, 
serve under my colors." 

"Why would I want to be a member of your crew?" Ari asked 
steadily . 

Alvin chuckled. "What do you have to left to live for, boy?" He 
asked. "What's left for you back on that godforsaken spit of land? 

I'm offering you a purpose, a way to make something of yourself. You 
can live out your life a rich man after you serve with me. You'll 
never have to worry about anything ever again." 

Ari gave him a skeptical look. "How do you know I won't try and kill 
you during that time?" 

"I don't," Alvin shrugged. "In fact, I'm sure you'll always try and 
find the opportune moment to kill me. I'm just not so sure it will 
come as easily as you think." He gestured around him. "I do have a 
rather loyal crew." 

There was another pause as Ari thought, twisting the sword slowly in 
his hands. "Why do you want me?" 



Alvin smiled, stepping closer. "It's like I said when we met, boy. 

You have heart. A spirit that burns deep within you, motivating 
everything you do. Those kinds of inter workings in a soul can make a 
man achieve anything he sets his mind too. So, look at it this way. 
I'm giving you something to work towards, to be the best Pirate you 
can be, all the while plotting your revenge on the man who killed 
your girl." He chuckled a bit. "That is, only if you fail in killing 
me in the next few minutes." 

Ari had one more question. "And if I refuse to fight?" 

Alvin shook his head, smiling. "Then you can join your once future 
Chief in the watery deep." 

Ari was still, eyes on the sword in his hands. He now knew what he 
needed to from what Alvin had said. He knew exactly what to do and 
how this would play out. He could hear Hiccup's voice whispering the 
question in the back of his mind. 

"_What are you going to do?"_ 

She wasn't asking if he would fight or not. Not fighting wasn't an 
option. He needed to stay alive for now, until the others were safe. 
No, she was asking how he was going to let the fight end. 

Ari gripped his sword hard very suddenly. "I accept, " he said, his 
voice dark. In the next moment, his sword was flying through the air, 
then clashed with Alvin's. 

Alvin laughed maniacally. "Oh," he said between their swords, "this 
is going to be fun." He pushed off, then their swords clashed 
again . 

It was never a question of who would win. They both knew that Alvin 
wasn't going to die by the end of it. For one, Alvin was 
overconfident in his skills; he was very sure of himself. For 
another, something Alvin had said echoed between each swing as they 
dodged, attacked, and spun around each other. Ari heard it again as 
Alvin ducked a swing that would have swiped his head clean off. 

I have a very loyal crew. 

A very loyal crew that was watching their fight closely, and all with 
the exception of Anna were very clear as to who they favored. Alvin 
had talked about plotting, waiting for the opportune moment to take 
his revenge. Ari was very capable of winning this fight. He could 
kill Alvin without a thought. 

Ari grunted as Alvin's sword grazed his arm. 

But looking around him, even the moment he stepped on the deck, he 
knew that this wasn't the right moment. Though he hated to admit it. 
Thuggery was right when he said that killing Alvin would be a bad 
idea. As soon as he did that, Alvin's crew would kill him, then his 
friends . 

Alvin tried grabbing Ari ' s sword with his hook, but Ari quickly 
twisted it free, bending Alvin's arm back painfully in the 
process . 



Now was not the right time to kill Alvin. To get through this, to 
save his friends and get Hiccup's revenge, he first had to play 
Alvin's game. That type of warfare was much more complicated than 
blade-on-blade. It was a mind game, and the only way to win was to 
outsmart the other. For now, to keep playing, he would have to let 
Alvin win. The didn't mean he couldn't rough him up a little bit, 
though . 

Alvin was starting to get frustrated. Ari suppressed a smile at this. 
Other than the graze on his arm, Alvin hadn't so much as touched Ari. 
On the other hand, Ari had landed several blows on Alvin. It was 
almost like he was playing with him. A punch in the gut here, a kick 
there. He even left a couple of red lines on the Man's cheek, 
matching the ones Hiccup had left on the other side. Pride surged 
through Ari ' s veins at the knowledge that, even in his deteriorated 
state, he was an excellent swordsman that could match the likes of 
Alvin the Treacherous . 

_"Don't get too carried away, Mr. Hof f erson . . . " _Hiccup's voice 
quietly reminded him. 

She was right. He still had to lose. He started to then, purposely 
missing, swinging a bit too far to the right, letting himself look 
tired out. Alvin started to gain the upper hand, or at least it 
looked like it. 

Alvin did that thing again, grabbing Ari ' s sword with his hook. This 
time Ari let him, only struggling a little as Alvin simultaneously 
ripped the sword from his hand and forced him to his knees, then he 
stopped completely as Alvin's sword was pressed to his throat. 

Alvin smiled wildly, panting. Ari was panting as well, though it was 
more for show than anything. They stayed that way for a moment before 
Alvin chuckled and pulled his sword away. 

"Get him some fresh clothes, and put some gold in his ears, " Alvin 
spoke to whomever was supposed to listen. Someone, Anna, came and 
helped him up. Alvin grinned down at Ari. "Welcome to the crew, my 
boy . " 

Several crew members around them laughed, then all went about their 
business. All but one. 

Ari looked down at Anna, his face purposely blank. Anna's was too, 
though he couldn't decide if she was doing this on purpose or not. 
Eventually she sighed, then started to turn away. "Come with 


**_ a sexy line _** 

Hiccup turned the blade of Grimbeard's sword slowly in her hands. She 
shook her head. 

"I don't even want to know how you got this," she said, though the 
corner of her mouth turned up in amusement. 

Camicazi smiled naughtily. "No, you really don't." She leaned back 
against the wall. "To give you an idea though, your foot thing was 
way easier, and I had to slip past your dazed lover and three dragons 
to get it . " 



Hiccup looked up at that. "Ari?" Her brow creased in concern. "He was 
awake? Was he alright?" 

The blonde lifted a shoulder. "Well, he was alive. Was he all there 
though?" She made a face. "Not so sure. Seemed pretty out of it to 
me. He's taking your death pretty hard, by the looks of it." 

Hiccup sighed and leaned back on her makeshift bed, letting the sword 
fall on her lap. Ayla pushed some broth at her, but Hiccup shook her 
head, turning it down. Worried thoughts of Ari troubled her too much 
to eat at the moment. Camicazi watched her carefully, 
curiously . 

"You really care about him, don't you?" She asked after a 
moment . 

Hiccup closed her eyes. Of course she did. More than she ever let 
herself believe. She loved him, and now she knew that she had all 
along . 

How did she get here? How did they go from practically being 
indifferent towards eachother to caring about one another so much to 
the point of needing the other to live? How had this boy crept his 
way into her heart and then stayed there? More important, why had she 
only discovered it just yesterday, what he made her feel? 

Well, that wasn't true. Ari had been making her feel things, 
fantastic, foreign things, for over half a year. She just hadn't 
known what they were until now. 

She remembered one day in particular, among a few others. This one 
day, though, she felt she should have known then. 

It was near the end of summer, an especially warm day. Hiccup had 
been in her shop in the back of the forge, working on some designs 
for a few things. 

_Sitting at that desk, sketching away, she brushed some of her hair 
aside, her cheeks flushed from the unusually warm air. The dragons 
seemed to enjoy it, as Toothless was out basking in it, but the 
Vikings weren't used to anything above chilly. You wouldn't find a 
single stitch of fur being worn around the village. _ 

_"Hey, " a voice said beside her after a while, startling her. She 
look up to find Ari there, leaning against the door frame. Taking in 
his appearance, the heat of her cheeks only rose. He was shirtless, 
only wearing his trousers, boots, and arm guards. He was painted, 
light blue and orange stripes marking his face and down his chest, 
over his shoulders and around his biceps. _ 

_They must have been playing that game, she thought. The one where 
they painted themselves to match their dragons and the sides of sheep 
to look like targets. Berk made a big deal out of these sort of games 
lately, the teens especially. Hiccup wasn't that into them, as it was 
rather difficult for her and Toothless to play due to their 
prosthetics and flight system. Not that she minded them, she thought 
looking over Ari ' s form, suddenly thankful for the heat. She didn't 
mind one bit . 



_She waited a beat too long to respond. "Hey, " she said. She cleared 
her throat. "What are you uh . . . What are you doing here?"_ 

_The corner of his mouth turned up. "I came to see you," he said 
simply. He stepped into the room. It was then that she noticed he had 
a hand behind his back. "I also brought you something." He pulled his 
hand around to reveal a bushel of blue._ 

_Flowers. He brought her flowers. Bluebells; her favorite. How did he 
know those were her favorite? Who even did something like that? Bring 
someone flowers? No one did that._ 

_But Ari did, apparently._ 

_She reached a tentative hand out to take them. They were wrapped 
together with a piece of leather. "Thank you," she told him softly, 
unable to control the silly smile that had spread on her lips. She 
brought them up to smell. "I love them."_ 

_He smiled more fully this time. "I thought you would. You're always 
looking at them and picking them in the cove . "_ 

_So that ' s how he knew, she thought as she turned back to her desk 
and placed the flowers down carefully upon it. He had been paying 
attention. Something warm started to fill in her chest at that. After 
so long of no one even giving her a second thought, it felta€ 1 nice. 
It felt good, having someone care like that._ 

_He stepped closer, resting a hand on her chair and leaning over her. 
"What are you working on?" he asked. _ 

_It took her a moment to answer him, his sudden close proximity 
making her nervous. She shifted her papers around a bit. "Wella€l a 
few things, actually. I was thinking about some things we could add 
to Freyja's saddle so that you could fly with all your 
weapons . "_ 

_He hummed, one corner of his mouth turning up. "As long as they 
won't fall off. I don't think she would appreciate getting swiped by 
my axe . 

_She smiled as well, relaxing a bit. "That's why I was thinking a 
buckle or something, so you could strap it in tight. 

_He nodded, then pulled some of the other designs out a bit further. 
"What about these?" he asked, looking at the drawings of the 
prosthetic and Toothless' saddle. He studied them closely, then his 
eyes lit up. "You thinking of making it so that you could lock 
Toothless' fin into place? So he can glide or something on his own 
without you? Like if you jumped off?"_ 

_She looked up at him, studying his features as he looked down on at 
her drawings. Sometimes she really liked his brain. "Yeah," she 
managed, somewhat distracted. That warm feeling was back and growing 
rapidly. She loved it when he did stuff like this; listened to her, 
took interest in her projects and inventions, gave input. It just 
showed that he really did like her, found her interesting. He really 
did care about her._ 


He hummed. "That would be really cool. Then it would be easier for 



you guys to play that game with us." He met her eyes. "Then we could 
paint black stripes all over you."_ 

_She said nothing. He was extremely close to her, his face only 
inches from her own. Was it her imagination, or was he getting 
closer ?_ 

_She stood up abruptly, turning around to face him. He straightened 
and backed up a bit, surprised, but only a little. He was still 
close, so very close. He watched her and waited patiently as she 
started to say something a few times, only to have the words die on 
her lips. How was she supposed to express this feeling? This warm 
feeling filling her up to the tips of her toes? She didn't even know 
what it was ._ 

_Her eyes fell from his, unable to look at him directly anymore. 
Instead, they traveled down to his chest, his torso. She followed the 
painted lines down, memorizing their pattern. She couldn't remember 
making the decision, but soon her fingers followed the course her 
eyes, one hand tracing the patterns slowly. _ 

_Ari went very still, the small smile falling from his features. She 
felt his eyes on her, but she kept her's on the paint. She swallowed. 
"Did you win?"_ 

_A pause. "Yeah," he said. He cleared his throat. "Yeah, I 
did. 

_They were so close, so very close to each other now. The small of 
her back was pressed against the desk. She didn't know what made her 
do it, but the pounding in her chest moved her forward, closing the 
small gap and pressing her lips to his bare skin._ 

_He shivered in the heat of the room, placing his hands on either 
side of her on the desk. She looked up at him briefly before doing it 
again, this time stepping on her toes and moving to the hollow space 
under his throat. She did it a third time, brushing her fingers on 
the skin over his heart before kissing him there. It was racing, like 
it might explode. Hers was too. She could hear it in her ears. He 
made a strange sound deep in his throat. He didn't seem to be in 
pain, so she must have been doing something right. It only made her 
heart beat faster. _ 

_Their faces were right next to each other now, their noses brushing. 
Just when she thought he would kiss her though, his hands slipped 
down to her thighs. Carefully, expertly it seemed like, he pulled her 
up and set her on the slanted desk, pushing the designs away._ 

_She gripped his shoulders. She had her legs on either side of him 
now, holding him in place. There faces were level, their breath 
mixing. His hands were on her waist, his fingers pushing her tunic up 
and brushing against her skin. Just when she thought she couldn't 
take it any longer, he finally closed his mouth over hers._ 

_And she feltaC 1 warm. Too warm. But too warm felt good. Really good. 
He made feel... Safe. Curious. Wanted. Good. Like warm honey was 
pooling in the pit of her stomach, filling her completely, slowing 
her thoughts as he kissed her deep and long._ 

_And she was scared. She was so very, very scared. Not of him. 



really. Of them. What they were doing. What they might do. She had 
never been so close to another person before, emotionally or 
physically, and she was afraid what it could lead to. She was afraid 
of these feelings that she couldn't put names to. She was afraid of 
his bareness, his warm, painted skin pressed against her, pulsing 
under her fingertips. She was afraid he would make her bare, 
too ._ 

_But he didnt . His hands pushed her tunic up a bit more, but only to 
where her rib cage bagan. He gripped her skin and felt all around the 
exposed part, but made no move to take anything off. Would he? She 
didn't know. At the moment, she was losing her ability to care wether 
or not he did. She was having trouble even completing a 
thought ._ 

_His lips were on her neck now, starting behind her ear and slowly 
working down, leaving a fire in their wake. She closed her eyes, 
gripping his neck and shoulder tight, just feeling his strong body 
against hers and his hot breath against her skin, until suddenly he 
pulled away._ 

_Both were panting. He tried to meet her eyes, but was in some sort 
of daze. Now he was the one that seemed scared. "I'm sorry," he told 
her, still trying to catch his breath. "I don't want to- I mean, I 
didn't come in here to-" he swallowed. "I... I don't want to 
disrespect you. I didn't come in here thinking we would... You know." 
He shook his head. "I would never dishonor you like that. 

Hiccup . 

_She shook her head, a small smile tugging at the corners of her 
mouth, suddenly realizing she had been silly. Of course Ari wouldn't 
take advantage of her. He wasn't that kind of Viking, and he cared 
about her too much to hurt her in any way. He wouldn't go a step 
further or even continue where they were without first her consent. 
Now knowing this, she wanted to give it to him._ 

_"It's okay," she told him. "I know you wouldn't. But..." She dropped 
her hands down to his chest again, flattening her palms against the 
painted muscles. "Is this alright?"_ 

_He seemed to be struggling with himself, a sort of internal war 
going on between the surface. Eventually, she jus made the decision 
for him, smiling as she pulled him to her and kissed him hungrily. He 
didnt resist, and soon they were back where they were. She draped one 
arm over his shoulders, pulling him closer, and ran her fingers 
through his hair with her free hand._ 

_As the feeling grew, a buzzing in her chest and a heat in her belly, 
the only coherent thought she could muster was that she liked him. 

She really, really liked him. And just as she sighed contently into 
the kiss, one of his hands that had been constantly supporting her 
moved up to her hair. As a result, she slipped down the slanted desk 
a bit, falling flush against him._ 

_He shuddered, then broke the kiss very abruptly and pulled away from 
her completely, stepping back. She starred up at him, panting and 
completely flustered and unsure of why he had done that. He was 
staring and panting too, clenching his fists at his sides. He looked 
like he was struggling. With what, she wasn't sure._ 



_He pushed both hands into his hair. "I can't... I can't be 
here . 

_She didnt understand. She tried not to look hurt. "Did I... do 
something wrong? 

_His eyes flashed. "No," he said quickly. He went to reach out for 
her, but stopped himself, holding his arms firmly at his sides. "No, 
you're doing everything right. That's the problem. 

_"Oh, " she blinked. She took in his stance again. Very different from 
his relaxed form a few mintues ago, now he was rigged, his body tight 
and flushed, his fists and jaw clenched. He looked liked he was 
struggling, trying to control himself. _ 

_She blinked again, now understanding. "Oh," she said again, this 
time trying not to laugh. That's right. Ari was a boy. A teenage boy. 
Ruff had told her that teenage boys had certain... stronger desires 
than girls did, and had a much harder time controlling them. A part 
of her felt sorry for putting him in such a predicament, but the 
other part felt a surge of pride. She had done that to him. She made 
him feel that way, and he felt those things for her._ 

_But he wouldn't take advantage of her or give in to his desires. He 
cared about her and her honor to do that. That warm feeling was 
back ._ 

_"Right, " she said finally. "Sorry. I didn't realize I... I didn't 
know I could do that, you know... To you."_ 

_He met her eyes. "Hiccup, " he shook his head. "You have no 
idea . 

_She hardly had time to react to this news, as in the next moment he 
was right there again. He pulled her against him and kissed her so 
soundly her head spung. Then he was gone just as quick as he had been 
there. She watched in a daze as he stumbled out of the shop. A few 
seconds later she heard a splash of water: Ari dunking his head in 
the barrel around the side of the forge. _ 

_This time she had to put a hand to her mouth to muffle her soft 
laughter. She couldn't help herself. "Do you want me to repaint 
you? 

_"No, " he called back firmly. "I mean, no. No thank you." He spoke 
softer. "I can do it . 

_She laughed softly again, then slumped down onto her chair. She 
shook her head, eyes bright and completely breathless, still trying 
to figure out what had just happened. She sat there for a few minutes 
just thinking about it, brushing her fingers over her lips with one 
hand and picking up the flowers with the other. _ 

_Toothless bounded not long later, cocking his head at her curiously. 
He brought his snout right up to her and sniffed all over, trying to 
make sense of her expression. He pulled back, smelling Ari on her and 
giving her and the flowers a skeptical look. She just rolled her eyes 
and pushed at his head, him snickering in return at how clearly 
flustered she was. 



_"0h, shut up you useless reptile, " she told him. He just snickered 
at her more._ 

Hiccup opened her eyes and answered Camicazi's question. "Yeah, I 
do." She sighed. "I love him," she confessed. 

"Love?" Ayla exclaimed, beaming. "You love?" She put a hand over 
Hiccup's heart. "Love make you strong." 

Camicazi whistled low. "It's also dangerous, shotstack." She 
shrugged. "But it's brave, so I admire that. Don't worry, your 
secrets safe with me." 

Hiccup tensed at that, looking over at the girl. She had just told 
the future Chief of the Bog-Burglars, the sister of her supposed 
fiancA© no less, that she loved someone else. That was the very thing 
she had been trying to keep a secret from her in particular. And yet, 
Camicazi acted as if it were no big deal, like she didnt even care so 
much . 

"You're not mad?" She asked, confused at the blonde's reaction. 

Now Camicazi looked confused. "Why would I be mad? Ari ' s not even my 
type. I mean, he's so serious. And what's with his short hair?" 

"He doesn't like it to get tangled," she answered. She shook her 
head. "But what about your brother? Martyr? I mean, I'm not..." She 
debated on telling her. Would she actually care? It was the truth, 
anyway, and so far Camicazi hadn't shown much interest in what was 
right or supposed to be. 

"Engaged to my brother?" She finished in a question. She shrugged. "I 
figured. I havent been on the island in months, so im kind of out of 
the loop. Plus, you and that lover of yours have some serious 
chemistry, and it's pretty clear that you're a fighter. You wouldn't 
give up something like that so easy." 

"So you're not mad that I'm not marrying your brother?" Hiccup 
asked . 

"It's none of my buisness, " Camicazi smiled easily at her. "So no, 

I'm not. I mean, he'll be disappointed, as will my mom, but I'll be 
Chief soon, so it won't matter anyway." She turned her head slightly. 
"What was your father going to tell her to get out of it, 
anyway? " 

Hiccup smiled a bit, relaxing. "That Ari won me in a competition for 
my hand. Can't argue with 'Berk Tradition.'" 

Camicazi laughed. "Nice. Well, don't worry," she sighed. "I'll back 
you up. No reason for our islands to not be at peace just because you 
marry someone you love." 

Hiccup's heart swelled, a new hope and appreciation filling her. 
Again, Camicazi had done something for her that she had no reason to 
and no one would blame her for not doing. She saved her life, she hid 
her ruined rank, and she ignored the fact that she wasn't marrying 
her brother. She wasn't really sure what to say. Though Camicazi was 
hardly a picture perfect and had made several bad decisions as of 
late. Hiccup knew that one day, at least, they would be 



friends . 


Twit hoped up on the blonde's lap. She scratched under his chin. "The 
dragons, however, " Camicazi told her, "might be harder to convince 
her of . " 

Hiccup made a face. Right. That was kind of out of the bag as well, 
something else they had to discuss. The hatch opened though amd Anna 
dropped in before the conversation could even begin. 

"You were right," the Spanish girl said, closing the hatch. "The boy 
is smart, and he did not give up. He is doing whatever is to be done 
to keep your friends safe." 

"What did he do?" Hiccup asked urgently. 

Anna sat on the stairs. "He fought Alvin in a duel, but he lost on 
his own will. He is now a member of the crew." 

Hiccup shook her head. "I don't understand. Why would he do that? 

Lose on purpose?" 

"It was the smart thing to do," Anna told her. "The crew would have 
killed him had he won, and your friends, and now he can keep them 
safer that he could have locked in his cell." She fingered her 
bandana. "I do not doubt that he will kill Alvin, but he is waiting 
to do so . " 

"Did you tell him though? That I'm not dead?" 

Anna bit her lip. "No," she said. She looked down at her clasped 
fingers. "I do not think that is wise with Alvin watching. Your boy 
acts based on what he feels and believes. He is obviously hurting, so 
Alvin will know if something changes. Besides, he would not even 
listen to me when I changed him into new clothes. I do not think he 
would believe me anyway." 

Hiccup's brows furled, her mind stuck on one thing. "You changed his 
clothes ? " 

Anna frowned. "Yes? Is this a problem?" 

Camicazi sighed. "Anna, we've been through this." She looked at 
Hiccup. "She means she gave him clothes to change into. She didn't 
actually undress him." 

Anna's face flushed red. "Yes. This is what I meant." She sighed and 
mumbled some Spanish under her breath. Right. Norse was not her first 
language. She spoke it so well, it was easy to forget. 

Hiccup brushed it off. "Anyway, what are you going to do then? You're 
right that he won't believe you anyway, so we're just going to wait 
until its all over?" 

"Think that will work, smalls?" Camicazi asked. "The guy doesn't seem 
to care so much if he dies or not." 

Hiccup sighed. "No, you're right. He's going to get himself killed 
eventually, especially if it means helping the others." She looked at 
Anna. "He'll probably kill you and Heimdall too if he gets the 



chance . Someone has to know that I'm alive. You're going to need 
someone he trusts on your side, so Thuggery and Julian aren't an 
option . " 

Anna looked thoughtful for a moment. "I can do that," she said. She 
went to say struggling else, but the sword in Hiccup's lap caught her 
eye. She blinked, then looked at Camicazi. "You took Alvin's 
sword? " 

Camicazi smirked. "It belongs to her anyway. It was her great-great 
grandfather ' s . " 

Hiccup looked at Anna, suddenly curious. "Did you really not know? 
That I was the heir?" She asked. "Or was that part of the act?" 

Anna bit her lip again and fiddled with her fingers, looking 
embarrassed. "I did not know that it was you. I honestly believed it 
was Ari . He looked the part that Camicazi described." She shot an 
almost annoyed look at the blonde. "She neglected to mention what you 
looked like or that you were a girl." 

Hiccup raised an eyebrow at Camicazi. "What did you tell 
her? " 

Camicazi made an innocent face. "Oh, that you were tough, a natural 
leader, a ruthless fighter, a Dragon Conqueror..." 

"So you lied, " Hiccup deadpaned. 

"I exaggerated," she countered. 

"Of course you did, " Hiccup sighed. 

"Hey, what I said isn't so far of from the stories being told about 
you around the Northern Sea, okay?" The girl defended herself. "I 
mean, people are saying that the heir of Berk killed a dragon the 
size of a mountain." 

Hiccup said nothing to this, instead looking away. She found Anna's 
eyes, however, looking at her curiously. "You did though, didn't 
you?" She asked. "With what you did with that dragon yesterday, 
and..." She paused, then reached into her jacket pocket, pulling out 
a small leather journal. "Here," she said, handing it to her. "This 
is your as well." 

Hiccup took the small sketchbook. It had been in her coat pocket 
before they left the Berk, but had lost it after the first whipping, 
when Anna had taken off her clothes. "You took it?" She asked. 

Anna shrugged, looking down. "I am a Pirate." 

True enough. Hiccup thought. She opened the book carefully, then 
realized where Anna's train of thought had been going. Anna had 
looked though it, and she saw all the drawings of the citizens of 
Berk with their dragons, of the teens and their dragons. She had 
figured it out. She knew. 

"Is it true?" The Spanish girl asked. "Because at first, I thought 
they were just ideas. Drawings or dreams. But then..." She looked 
over at Twit. "Him. And when they killed the Nadder on the beach... 



And what you did, taming that other dragon and leading it onto the 
ship..." She shook her head, looking at her in wonder. "You really 
are the Dragon Conqueror. " 

Camicazi appeared at Hiccup's side, along with Ayla, both learning 
over her shoulder to look at the book. Camicazi quickly snatched the 
book out of her hands, flipping through it quickly. "No way," she 
said in disbelief. She scratched Twit's head, who purred in return. 
"You do his kind of thing with big dragons?" She stopped at a picture 
of Ari on the back of Freyja, flying by. She smiled wildly. "You fly 
with them?" 

Where to begin? How could she tell them the whole story? How could 
she make them understand? Where could she even start? Could she trust 
them? Camicazi? She didn't really have a choice. 

She ran a hand through her hair. "Camicazi... Why did you leave your 
island? You were looking for adventure, right?" 

"Yeah," she answered. "Things got boring at home. A while ago all the 
dragon raids just..." She blinked, then looked up from the 
sketchbook. "Stopped." 

Hiccup gave the three of them a soft smile. "There's something you 
guys should know." 

**_ a sexy line _** 

**_Yayyyy major fluff! :)_** 

**_So, lots happened here. The Anna/Ari scene will be in the next 
chapter, along with Anna/Tuf fnut , and then Hiccup and the Misfits are 
going to come up with a plan to steal the treasure! Then, _****_we're 
getting off this ship and hoping on the Isle of 
Skullions !_** 

**_ALSO! You guys remember that drawing I talked about that someone 
was going to do of Ari and Hiccup? Well, they did it! She made a 
deviantart account to post it i guess. Her name is 

idonthaveadeviant 13 . The Hiccup/Ari sketch is the only one she has up 
there, so it shouldn't be hard to find. Let her and I know what you 
think ! _* * 

**_Okay, quick quote! This one is from... Julian!_** 

**_"Babe? Where's my baby girl's blanket?"_** 

**_Sit on that for a while. ;)_** 

**_Until next time!_** 

* *_~StoriesOf AnInsomniac_* * 


20. Chapter 20 

**_Hey there lads and lassies. _** 

**_Next chapter is finally here! Only a few more to go! Let's finish 
this story off the way it deserves, shall we?_** 



* * 


By the way, I finally got a tumblr. Follow meh for updates, sneak 
peeks and whatever other random crap I blog. URL: 

TheStoriesOf AnInsomniacStories_* * 

**_Also: here is the lullaby again. I'm putting it at the beginning 
of each of these next few chapters. You'll need it to follow 
along. _** 

**_En joy !_** 

**_Are you ready young one 

>For an adventure so great <br>Hold your sword before you 
>There ' s gold to find, don't be late<em>** 

**_You are brave and strong 

>There is nothing to f ear<br>Leave your smelly socks at home 
>Theres no need for them here<em>** 

**_The sun has set, and the warmth with it 

>Feel the winter winds as you fall<br>The cold will suit you better 
>You're a Viking, after all<em>** 

**_Through the Pirate's mouth 

>You'll find your luck abound<br>But beware the waters, dear 
>that you shall not drown<em>** 

**_Through the darkness and into the light 

>You shall not be lost, nor will you fight <br>For with the dragon's 
head 

>You will find your strength, and you will find your 
right<em>* * 

**_ a sexy line _** 

_Thump_. 

Ari swung slightly on his hammock and pulled the dagger out of the 
wall. He tossed it again. 

_Thump_. 

He 'slept' in the crew quarters. Hammocks lined the room in rows. 
Many snored. The room smelt of rum and sweat. He paid if no 
mind . 

_Thump_. 

He couldn't deny that the hammock was much more comfortable than the 
hard floor he'd been sleeping on for the past week, but the 
combination of not being with his friends and the Windwalker along 
with what had landed him there made it impossible for him to 
sleep . 

_Thump_. 

He was part of the crew now. He'd had a full meal, been given tasks 
and a place to sleep, and even wore a new outfit. 



"You look like a Pirate," Anna had told him earlier that day. She had 
stepped into the room again after he had finished changing. 

His clothes were weird. Leather trousers and boots. A plain, thin 
white shirt. A sash tied around his middle instead of a belt. To top 
it off, a long leather coat that reached his knees. 

They hardly seemed practical. 

"How do you wear clothes like these this far north?" He asked her. 
They all must have been freezing. 

The Spanish girl shrugged. "Pirates live for proving strength and 
pretending that discomfort does not bother us." She raised an 
eyebrow. "I thought a Viking would understand this." 

"Well, Vikings are stubborn and prideful, " he told her, "but we also 
live in a cold climate, and we're not stupid enough to freeze to 
death . " 

She lifted a shoulder. "No one said Pirates were smarter than 
Vikings . " 

"No," he agreed. "As far as basic survival goes, I'd say Vikings 
would win . " 

"A more dominant primal instinct, I suppose." She crossed her arms. 
"Pirates like to think of themselves as more civilized." 

His eyes flashed. "And what exactly is civilized about torturing and 
killing a young girl?" 

Their eyes met for the briefest of moments before he looked away, 
sitting on a stool like she'd told him he'd have to. There were 
several moments of silence until he heard her sigh and she appeared 
next to him. She sat on the stool beside him holding a needle, a 
candle, and a pair of small gold hoops. 

She turned the needle over the flame slowly. "Ari . . . " She started 
tentatively. "There is something I need to-" 

"Don't," he cut her off. 

She blinked, holding up the needle. "I do not understand. I am trying 
to tell you-" 

"No," he stopped her again, firmer this time. "I don't want to hear 
anything you have to say." 

"Why?" She asked. "How do you know what I want to say to 
you? " 

"Because I know you feel guilty about her murder." He looked her dead 
in the eye when he said that. She didn't look away. "I see it in your 
eyes. And that right there is the only reason I have no desire to 
kill you yet. Because of Hiccup." 

"Because of Hiccup?" 



He nodded, then leaned in close, unable to drain the anger and 
accusation from his voice. "Because Hiccup believed in you," he told 
her. "When you first came into the camp, she told me that she didn't 
think you were a bad person. All of your actions since that moment 
have proven her right. I agree with her in that I don't think you're 
a bad person, but that doesn't change the fact that you're on a 
different side." His eyes hardened, unmistakable pain and fury 
written on his features. "Now she's gone. And nothing, _nothing_, can 
change the fact that you are a part of the crew that is responsible 
for that . " 

She opened her mouth to say something, but stopped as if she changed 
her mind. Her brows furled in curiosity instead. "Then why do you not 
wish to kill me? Why not even kill me now?" She asked. "Perhaps I did 
not want her dead, but as you said, this does not change that I hold 
partial responsibility." 

He leaned back a bit. "Because you do not want my friends hurt 
either, and they are my priority now." 

"Priority?" She asked. 

"Yes," he said. "I have one thing and one thing only left to live 
for, and that is to make sure that my friends get off this damn ship 
and back home where they belong. From now on, I will do everything in 
my power to make sure they are safe, so until you give me reason to 
believe that you would do anything to harm them, I see no reason to 
kill you . " 

He turned away then, back to the mirror and away from her eyes. They 
were both quiet for a while, him staring at his reflection and her 
returning to heating up the needle over the flame of the candle. She 
spoke up again when she brought the needle to his ear. 

"If it helps," she spoke softly, "you're not the only one who wants 
Alvin dead." 

The needle went through his ear. Ari flinched just ever so slightly. 
"It doesn't," he said as she stuck the hoop in. "Even if that's true, 
no one seems to be doing anything about it." 

The needle went through his other ear. "Not yet, maybe," she told 
him. "But it would do you well to keep your eyes open." She finished 
putting in the other hoop, then met his eyes in the mirror. "As I 
believe we have all learned on this voyage, things are not always 
what they seem, Ari Hofferson." 

He held her gaze. "The Vikings of Berk learned that lesson long 
before the pirates of this ship did. Lady Francia, despite our 
disadvantage of being less 'civilized'." 

She gave him a calculating look for several moments before standing, 
breaking the eye contact. "Many of the pirates aboard this ship have 
yet to learn this lesson well." She made her way to the door, but 
stopped before walking out. "Perhaps you and I could teach them 
something . " 

He caught her eyes in the mirror for a moment more before she walked 
out, telling him to report to Heimdall when he was ready. While he'd 
kept his stare carefully blank, something she had said made his mind 



turn. It wasn't her clever conversation, her admission to 
responsibility and guilt, or even her near blatant confession of her 
wish to kill Alvin. It wasn't any of that. He already knew all of 
that about her. No, what bothered him was the one thing she knew that 
she shouldn't. 

How did she know his family name? 

That one question had been stuck in his mind all day, and bothered 
him even more as he repeatedly stabbed the ship wall. He had come 
onto the ship known as Ari Haddock. She hadn't denied this, having 
named him a Haddock herself. He hadn't spoken it himself since 
Hiccup's reveal. There were few on the ship that knew it, and even 
fewer that Anna had had contact with one on one. Tuff hadn't even had 
contact with her since Hiccup's reveal. So the question stood. 

How did Anna know his family name was Hofferson? 

His only logical yet completely illogical guess was Camicazi. She'd 
been away from her cell for days and had yet to be found. Or had she? 
Even further, had the blonde's location been known by a certain 
Spanish crew member all along? 

"_It would do you well to keep your eyes open"_, she'd told him. 
"_Things are not always what they seem, Ari Hofferson_. " 

Or had they been all along? 

_**I told you she wasn't a bad person, Ari**_, Hiccup's voice 
whispered in his mind. 

_This doesn't prove anything_, he thought back. 

He could imagine her shrug. _**Well she had to hear your name 
somehow, and everyone else is locked up in the brig, **_her voice 
reasoned with him. 

_Maybe this is all part of her master plan. Maybe she's known our 
names all along and is playing us. All of us. Even Alvin_. He was 
nothing if not stubborn. 

Now he could see her raise her eyebrows. _**Really? You think she 
could seriously fool all three of us? Alvin, you and I? Hel, even the 
rest of the gang or crew for that long? What would her plan even 
be?**_ 


He rolled his eyes. _**Alvin? We're talking about the same Pirate, 
right ? * *_ 

He could imagine her roll her eyes as well. **_Okay, maybe she could 
fool Alvin. But you? Me? Come on. You and I both know that, even 
though she's a manipulator, she's not capable of something like that. 
Not to us. She's already proven that._** 

Perhaps she was right. He had said it himself. Anna didn't want them 
hurt. Even if she had a hidden agenda, which was almost certain, her 
target was Alvin, none of them. 

He threw the knife again in frustration. _So why is she doing any of 
this, then? What is she trying to do?_ 



**_Well, she's not the type to put others in harms way to save her 
own skin_**, her voice told him what he already knew. **_Seems to me 
like she's protecting someone. 

><em>** 

He locked his jaw in f rustrat ion ._ But who?_ 

That led back to the mystery of Camicazi and if her disappearance and 
Anna's behavior were somehow connected. He sighed and rubbed his 
brow. He didn't want to think about it right then. What did it matter 
what they were doing anyway as long as his friends were safe? 

He closed his eyes then, too frustrated and much too exhausted to 
think about it anymore. He needed to relax, slow his thoughts, save 
his energy. Hiccup always knew how to help him with that. But right 
now she seemed keen on him finishing the puzzle. He paused his knife 
tossing as his imagination wandered, hearing her sigh and feeling the 
ghost of her fingers against his jaw. 

_**Do you know how I knew she was good?**_ Her voice whispered in his 
mind. He felt her fingers again, on his cheek. **_It was in her eyes. 
You taught me to look there, remember? _**The softest brush of his 
hair. **_She's a lot like you, you know._** 

He raised an eyebrow. _How do you figure that?_ He already knew, but 
he let her whisper to his subconscious anyway. 

He remembered her soft smile. **_You're both Night Furies. Tough on 
the outside. Strong. Independant. Intimidating. A rather frightening 
blank stare. But inside? You're as soft as cotton balls. _** 

The side of his lip twitched. _Cotton balls?_ 

That single nod she always did. _**i have you figured out, Ari 
Hofferson. You care about your friends too much. Some would call that 
a weakness**_. 

_Perhaps, if used against me,_ he agreed. _What about Anna? What's 
her soft spot?_ 

**_Same as you, _**her voice answered him easily. **_She obviously 
cares about someone. It's driving everything she does._** 

He thought about it a moment. Looking at it now, he could see the 
similarities. He and Anna were a lot alike. Tough, strong, a deep 
connection with ones close to them motivating their every move. They 
were practically identical, in this situation. Just on opposite 
sides . 

_If anything, that's Anna's greatest strength. Not her weakness_, he 
concluded. It's what's gotten her this far. 

**_I guess it depends on who you ask,_** her voice concluded as well. 
**_Alvin certainly wouldn't think of it as a strength. 

><em>** 

No, he wouldn't, he thought as he threw the dagger again. Anna's 
loyalty to the crew was seeming less and less likely as the minutes 
passed. This thoughts on this were interrupted, however, as he was 



roughly pushed to the degree that he fell out of his 
hammock . 

"You've got first watch, boy," a rough Pirate voice spoke over him. 
"Anna will relieve you when you're shift's over." 

The pirate walked away. Ari slowly stood and pulled his dagger out of 
the wall, his mind and features shutting down. He made his way out of 
the crew quarters. Hiccup's words of reason and comfort drifting 
away. It was nice, when he was relatively alone, to let his mind 
escape to her. He knew her well enough, remembered her well enough, 
to hold a conversation with her completely on his own. It was only 
when he had to snap out of it that he realized he was alone. 

He stepped out onto the deck, the cold air hitting him as hard as 
reality was. Hiccup's soft words, the ghost of her touches; none of 
that was real. They were nothing but memories. Echos. And as much 
comfort as they brought him, he knew it was just as equally killing 
him. His mind could only go on for so long before it completely broke 
down. And he couldn't break down. Not yet. He had a job to do. 

He stepped up to the rail, looking out into the black ocean, letting 
the freezing air chill his bones. He pulled his flute out of his 
pocket and stared at it, thinking about the first time he'd played it 
a week and half ago. Hiccup used to love it when he played around 
their group campfire. 

He fingered the instrument for a moment before bringing it up to his 
lips. For the rest of his shift, he filled the night air with the 
Haddock family lullaby. 

_** ^ sexy line **_ 

Camicazi stared at her with a look that was, to put it simply, 
completely awestruck. 

"How big was it again?" the blonde asked. 

Hiccup leaned back against the ship wall. "The stories don't 
exaggerate this time. It really was as big as a mountain." 

"And you killed it?" she asked. 

"With my dragon," Hiccup clarified. She gestured to her stump. "That 
was how I lost my leg." 

Camicazi was having trouble wrapping her brain around it, so it 
seemed. "Your dragon, the Night Fury, which no one has ever seen 
before . " 

"I believe it," Anna said easily. She looked at Hiccup. "You have 
been greatly underestimated." 

Hiccup shrugged. "I'm used to it." 

"I didn't say I don't believe it," Camicazi defended herself. "It's 
just, well, kind of explains everything. The dragons, the raids, the 
recent lack of them..." She shook her head. "You kind of 
singlehandedly changed everything, shortstack." 



"With my dragon," Hiccup corrected her once again. "Ari and the 
others helped too." 

"Right," she said dismissively . Camicazi looked at the the other two 
Misfits. "Well I don't know about you guys, but I want a 
dragon . " 

Hiccup smiled. "It's not as easy as it sounds. It depends on the 
dragon, but bonding with them can be difficult." 

"But you know how to do that," Camicazi pointed at her. "I saw you. 

We all did, with the one on the beach the other day. You can teach us 
how to train a dragon." 

Hiccup made a wary face. "That wasn't training. That was 
manipulation, and I'm not proud of it." 

"Not proud of it?" Camicazi scoffed. "Hiccup, you controlled a dragon 
a lured it into a trap with your bare hands and you're not proud of 
it?" 


"Camicazi," Anna warned her. 

But she wouldn't let it go. "You could build your own dragon army, 
for Thor's sake. You're telling me you aren't proud of that power, 
that you wouldn't do that again?" 

"No," Hiccup said firmly. "Because the bond you can have with one 
dragon is more powerful than any number of dragons you could 
dominate. Dragons should not be used as tools." 

The girls considered this for a moment. Anna seemed to relax 
considerably after Hiccup's statement, for whatever reason. 

"What do you mean by 'bond'?" The Spaniard asked curiously. 

Hiccup sighed, calming down a bit. "What I can teach you will 
completely change everything you've ever thought about dragons," she 
told them. "I can teach you how to form a bond so strong that you'll 
trust each other with your lives." 

"A dragon," Camicazi said dryly. "With my life." 

Hiccup smiled. "I trust Toothless with my life. He's already saved me 
several times." 

"Toothless?" Anna asked. 

Hiccup nodded. "My dragon." 

Camicazi laughed. "You named your Night Fury 'Toothless'?" She 
laughed again. "Now I'm starting to wonder if you really are 
crazy . " 

Hiccup brushed the comment off. "He has retractable teeth," she 
explained. "That, and he's not nearly as ferocious as the stories 
make him out to be. He's like a big baby. He sleeps in my bed most 
nights, though he takes up most of the room." 

Camicazi waved her hands in front of her. "Okay, okay," she stopped 



her. "Let's say I believe all this, and that I caught a dragon. What 
would you be able to do for me?" 

Hiccup brushed her bangs out of her eyes and shrugged. "I can teach 
you how to train your dragon, but I can't do it for you. That's 
something you and your dragon have to learn together. It seals the 
bond . " 

"Okay, how about just controlling them then?" the blonde was 
persistent. "Like you did?" 

Hiccup shook her head. "Like I said, it doesn't work like that. It 
shouldn't. You don't want domination. It's more of a... Partnership." 
She scratched Twit behind his ears and smiled as he cooed. "A 
friendship. There are certain tricks you can use, but a dragon can 
only be controlled as much as it allows itself to be. The biggest 
thing is that they don't feel threatened. Then, to get their 
attention, usually you have to do something to impress or surprise 
them . " 

Camicazi laughed. "We'll you're just perfect then, ain't you?" 

Anna shot her a look. "Camicazi..." 

"What?" She asked. "She's tiny and only has one leg. Of course they 
wouldn't feel threatened." 

"But it is not just about that, is it?" Anna asked Hiccup. "It is 
bravery. How brave would you have to be to stand completely 
defenseless before a creature a thousand times the might of yourself, 
let alone face one the size of a mountain?" 

Camicazi snorted. "That's not bravery. That's stupidity." 

"It's both," Hiccup agreed. "It's not really something you can teach, 
either . " 

"No," Anna agreed. "That kind of bravery comes from within." She 
shook her head. "You, Hiccup Haddock, are the bravest Viking I've 
ever known or heard of." 

Hiccup looked away and shrugged sheepishly. Funny. That was the 
second time someone had said that to her. Ari said the same thing 
what felt like a lifetime ago, on the cliff overlooking the complete 
fleet of Berk sail away to the Nest. 

She sighed and twisted Stormblade around in her hand. "Well, that's 
about the only 'Viking' thing about me. With anything else I'm pretty 
much useless." Her hand slipped and she dropped the sword. It landed 
on the floor with a clang. "See? Proof. I just dropped my 
grandfather's sword. I can't even hold my own in a decent 
fight . " 

Camicazi knelt down and picked up the sword for her. "Well you happen 
to be talking to a master swordsman, so we can work on that, " she 
said with a smile, then made a face as she handed the sword back to 
her. "And I hate to break it to ya, but I think you broke your 
grandfather's sword." 

"Great, " Hiccup muttered, eying the pommel of the sword as she took 



it from the blonde. It stuck out slightly. She went to try and shove 
it back into place, only to pause on closer inspection. 

She frowned. It looked almost... Warn. Like the pummel had been taken 
off several times before. 

"Uhmm, call me crazy," she told the three Misfits, "but I think it's 
supposed to do that." 

Camicazi scratched her head and leaned back. "Alright Crazy, so why 
would Grimbeard make the pommel of his sword come off?" 

In answer. Hiccup grasped the pummel and pulled with all her limited 
might. To her surprise, it popped off rather easily, causing her to 
loose her grip on the sword once more. It fell on her lap, the pommel 
in her hand, and a small parchment fell out of the hollow 
handle . 

"Gods," Camicazi breathed, all three of the Misfits leaning in close. 
"What is it?" 

Twit popped up on Hiccup's shoulder as she slowly unrolled the 
parchment. She let out a shaky breath. 

"It's my Grandfather." 

It was a drawing of him. A sketch of the top half of his body. He 
looked a lot like her father Stoick, but smaller. He wasn't tall or 
beefy. It was obvious he was much shorter in stature, but with a 
stocky build. His beard was more scruff than anything, not very long 
at all. His hair was short and unkempt, falling in and around his 
eyes. He had a hoop in his ear and a sword on his belt. It wasn't 
Stormblade, though. It was a different, straight short sword. He wore 
that trademark leather overcoat she'd seen all over the ship the past 
week . 

He looked like a Pirate. Not much of one. In fact, he didn't look 
like much at all. But Hiccup knew, better than anyone, to never 
underestimate people based on appearances. And what solidified this 
guideline, what stood out the most on this sketch, was the very thing 
that made Hiccup special herself. 

The Terrible Terror on the man's shoulders had it's tongue sticking 
out. Grimbeard looked completely unbothered, like it was only natural 
that a Terror was on his shoulders. Quickly shuffling through her 
memories. Hiccup couldn't remember any stories of her great-great 
Grandfather having a pet Terror. Then again, all she knew of him was 
about his short time on Berk as Cheif. She didn't know much about his 
life at sea save that he had an enormous amount of treasure stored 
somewhere. No one did. 

Camicazi let out a low whistle. "Ya gotta admit," she gestured at the 
drawing, "can't mistake the family resemblance." 

"No," Anna agreed. "You cannot. You have his eyes." 

Camicazi threw the Spanish girl a dry look. "Yeah, not to mention the 
dragon on his shoulder." 


Anna ignored her, instead looking back down at the picture. She 



frowned. "Who is 'HHH'?" 


Hiccup fingered the bottom of the parchment. On the right corner it 
wrote 'Grimbeard the Ghastly', signed 'HHH'. Hiccup frowned briefly 
as well before blinking in realization. 

"Hiccup Horrendous Haddock, " she told them. 

"So..." Camicazi drug out. "You drew this?" 

"No," Hiccup clarified. "Grimbeard' s son did before he killed 
him. " 

Camicazi made a face. "Yeesh. Your family doesn't do anything halfway 
normal, do they?" 

Hiccup shrugged. "Now you know where I get my dramatic flair." She 
fingered the parchment, skimming her thumb across the edge, until her 
thumb fell between what was thought to be just one page. 

"There's two pages?" She muttered. 

She quickly separated them. On the back of the first page was another 
picture, this one was of a landscape. A cliff, drawn into the top of 
it what looked like a skull, carved into the rock face, a waterfall 
coming out of one of the eyes. 

"I've heard of this," Camicazi said. "That's the Skull on the Isle of 
Skullions. That's how the island and the dragons got their 
name . " 

"That must be where the treasure is hidden, " Hiccup said what they 
were all thinking. 

Camicazi scratched her head. "Seems like a little bit too obvious 
hiding spot, dontchya think?" 

Hiccup shook her head. "It has to be more complicated than that." She 
looked at the other page. There was no picture, just a message 
written in Norse. 

"What does it say?" Anna asked. Just because she could speak Norse 
didn't mean she could read it well, especially not on old, worn 
parchment . 

Hiccup read it aloud. "_My father has always told me that luck is a 
crossroad_, " it began. "_He said that anyone could be lucky. It 
didn't matter what you looked like or how strong you were or what 
others thought about you. You just have to be smart enough to take 
the right path_. " 

Camicazi pointed to the signature. "Signed by that dead guy again. Is 
that the lullaby you were singing underneath it?" 

"Yeah, " Hiccup answered. The Haddock family lullaby was written 
underneath Hiccup's statement. Present Hiccup frowned. "I think... He 
did that on purpose." 

"Well most people don't accidentally write a lullaby on a page..." 
Camicazi eyed her. 



Hiccup shook her head. "No, I mean... I feel like that message is 
supposed to help us figure out the riddle." She pointed at the title. 
"I mean look. The title of the song is 'In The Eye Of A Pirate', but 
the fourth verse says '_Through the Pirate's mouth, you'll find your 
luck abound 

"Okay..." Camicazi wasn't getting it. 

Hiccup held up the drawing of the cliff again. "Okay, so we get 
there. Which entrance would you go through?" 

Anna blinked in understanding. "Most would go through the mouth," she 
said. "It's level to the ground, and the song tells us that we will 
find our luck there." 

"Right," Hiccup agreed. "But I don't think the skull is the mouth the 
song is talking about. I think it's saying that the song itself is 
the answer." 

"So..." Camicazi started, catching up. " '_Through the Pirate's 
mouth_' , that means the Pirate is singing the song?" 

"Yes," Hiccup agreed. "It's just saying that the song itself is the 
answer. But the song is called 'In The Eye Of A Pirate'." She tapped 
the skull eye. "I think we have to go through the eye of the 
skull . " 

"So the song..." Anna frowned. "It can be interpreted two 
ways . " 

"_Luck is a crossroad, Hiccup repeated. "_You just have to be smart 
enough to take the right path_. I think... I think the lullaby is the 
booby trap." 

"One way will lead you to luck, the other to certain death, " Camicazi 
concluded. She smiled and sat back. "I like the way your family 
thinks, short stack." 

"It is quite clever," Anna admired. "Alvin is to blinded by his 
greed. He will interpret the song incorrectly, and I can make sure of 
that." She turned to Hiccup. "What is the plan?" 

They all looked at Hiccup when Anna said that, waiting. She didn't 
have to think long about it, the wheels in her head already 
turning . 

She looked at Anna. "How long until we reach the island?" 

"We should be there by tomorrow afternoon." 

Hiccup nodded. "Okay. Do you think you can convince Alvin to wait 
until the morning to go ashore?" 

Anna frowned. "Perhaps. Why?" 

"To give Camicazi and I a chance to steal a boat and get to shore 
before the crew. Besides," she pointed at the first verse of the 
lullaby. "Don't be late. Something tells me we're going to want to 
start early . " 



Anna nodded in understanding. Camicazi looked more skeptical. "That 
sounds great and all, but don't you think Alvin will notice if one of 
his boats is missing?" 

Hiccup smiled, the whole plan falling into place. "He won't think 
much of it if a couple of his prisoners go missing as well." 

Both Anna and Camicazi lifted their heads in understanding, while 
Alya still looked around, horribly confused. Hiccup didn't even know 
what Alya's native tongue was. Camicazi took care of it, leaning over 
and speaking quietly in a language Hiccup didn't know. 

"When?" Anna asked Hiccup. 

"It will have to be tomorrow night," Hiccup told her. "That way Alvin 
won't suspect anyone else but them." 

She nodded, then stood up. "I'll be back. I must relieve Ari from his 
watch and speak with someone." 

Hiccup's heart leaped a little. "He's on watch?" 

Anna paused at the ladder. "I thought you heard him." 

"Heard him?" Hiccup asked, confused. 

Anna nodded at the porthole. "Who else would be playing the 
flute?" 

Anna left the room. Hiccup looked up at the porthole as Camicazi 
continued to explain to Ayla the situation. Hiccup shifted a little, 
reaching up and opening the small opening a bit wider, then closed 
her eyes. 

There. There it was. 

For the following minutes until Anna relieved him. Hiccup listened to 
Ari play her family lullaby. She wanted to shout to him, to tell him 
she was there and alive. But she couldn't. Not yet. 

Soon, she thought. They just had to get through the next two days. 

The only trouble was, they had no idea what the next two days would 
bring . 

**_ ^ sexy line _** 

**_Hope you liked it! Let me know if you did, and check out tumblr 
for updates and whatnot. :)_** 

**_Write on._** 

* *_~StoriesOf AnInsomniac_* * 


2 1 . Chapter 2 1 

_**So, here's something I couldn't resist doing when I saw the second 
movie. The man who killed Anna's family has been edited from the man 
with six fingers to... Well, you'll figure it out.**_ 



_**You guys are awesome, btw. Thank you so much for your awesome 
reviews! And yes, I know it's been a while. Again, as it turns out, 
real life takes up a lot of time. Things were much easier in High 
School. But thank you to those who have stuck with me.**_ 

_**tumblr : TheStoriesOfAnInsomniacStories**_ 

_**email: storiesof aninsomniac **_ 

_**Here's the lullaby again. Enjoy!**_ 

**_Are you ready young one_** 

**_For an adventure so great_** 

**_Hold your sword before you_** 

**_There's gold to find, don't be late_** 

**_You are brave and strong_** 

**_There is nothing to fear_** 

**_Leave your smelly socks at home_** 

**_Theres no need for them here_** 

**_The sun has set, and the warmth with it_** 

**_Feel the winter winds as you fall_** 

**_The cold will suit you better_** 

**_You're a Viking, after all_** 

**_Through the Pirate's mouth_** 

**_You'll find your luck abound_** 

**_But beware the waters, dear_** 

**_that you shall not drown_** 

**_Through the darkness and into the light_** 

**_You shall not be lost, nor will you fight_** 

**_For with the dragon's head_** 

**_You will find your strength, and you will find your 
right_* * 

_** ^ sexy line **_ 

Tuffnut exhaled an impatient breath. The silence was killing 
him. 

"You wanna tell me why you brought me out here, Anna?" He asked the 
Spaniard. "And, you know, why we're up here so high?" He felt 



incredibly uneasy on the top sail of the mainmast, and even though 
she had given him his shawl back, he was cold. He didn't care why she 
had drug him out of his cell in the dead of night. He just wanted 
down . 

Anna didn't answer him right away. In fact, it was several more 
minutes of silence and her staring out into the dark ocean as she 
played with a small book in her hands before she spoke, though she 
didn't answer his question. 

She took a deep breath. "A long time ago, I used to live with my 
father and brother on one of the southern isles." 

Tuff had no idea where this was going, but he listened anyway. It's 
not like he could go anywhere. 

"My father was a blacksmith," she continued. "We didn't have much, 
but we had enough. It was hard without my mother around, though. I 
took care of most of the house duties, and my brother." She frowned a 
little. "My brother was... Different. He needed help doing just the 
basic things, even though he was several years older than me." She 
shook her head sadly. "He never spoke a word, not one word in his 
entire life. But my father was convinced he was special. And... He 
was. We couldn't explain it but..." 

She paused for a moment, thinking of an example, then turned to him. 
"This one time, he was up before anyone else in the village, making 
all this noise in the forge. My father said to just let him work, to 
let him do his thing. We all thought he was crazy but... That night 
there was a lighting storm, and he had made and put up these giant 
poles with metal on top all over the village." She shook her head 
again. "Not a single bolt of lightning hit any of our buildings. They 
all hit the poles. It was like... He knew. And he always did. He 
always knew when bad things were going to happen." 

She turned away, but he kept his eyes on her. He never expected to 
find out anything about this mysterious Spaniard. He wasn't going to 
stop her now. 

She sighed. "One night," she continued, "he wouldn't go to sleep. He 
was packing my bag and wouldn't stop, no matter what I told him. I 
didn't understand why he wanted me to leave, but then..." She drew a 
shaky breath. "That night. Vikings showed up. Vikings and... The 
biggest, mightiest dragon I had ever seen. One as big as a mountain." 
She shook slightly. "It breathed ice instead of fire and controlled 
all the other dragons with it. But, they were all in chains. And the 
man, the one in control of the Alpha, he had scars all over his face 
and a metal arm. He told our village to bow to him, to serve him as 
our Cheif and work for him as dragon trappers, or he would unleash 
the dragons on us all and destroy our village." 

She was quiet for a moment. Tuff didn't push it. They were all 
rendered speechless when they had seen the beast at the dragon's 
nest. But he held a frown on his face. This sounded like something 
else entirely. And this man, was he some sort of dragon trapper? 
Controlling dragons on chains? Whoever he was, it didn't seem like 
too much of a worry. He was no match for their tribe of Dragon 
riders, he was sure. And it was so long ago, the man and his small 
army were probably dead by now. Then again, without Hiccup... 



He dismissed the thought quickly. 


Anna's voice was quiet when she spoke again. "I was the only one that 
got out. Raul made sure of that." He assumed Raul was her 
brother . 

"I've been on my own ever since, and I've been searching for that 
Viking." She clenched her fists. "He killed everyone. My whole tribe. 
My father and-" she bit her lip. "And Raul..." She shook her head. 
"And since then, I've hated Vikings. I hated them all. I didn't want 
anything to do with a race that produced such a vial, disgusting 
man . " 

Tuff felt the need to cut in at that point. "You know, we're not all 
that bad ..." 

"That is the thing, " she agreed, turning to him. "For six years I 
isolated myself, hating any Viking I encountered, blaming them all 
for the death of my family. But then I met this boy..." 

Tuff raised his eyebrows. Now things were getting interesting. 

"He was a Viking, or an ex-Viking, as he called himself. A Cheif's 
son, of all things." She shook her head in a way that almost 
pertained fondness, only making Tuff more curious. 

Was she talking about... Thuggery? 

"Anyway, " she went on, "at first I hated him, but after a while, once 
I got to know him, I didn't anymore. He taught me that where or who 
someone was born as didn't define what type of person they became. 
So," she shugged, "we became partners. He taught me Norse and we 
searched for the metal armed man together." 

"Then, about six months ago, he convinced me to join a larger group 
with friends of his that he'd known growing up. They talked about 
going on a treasure hunt undercover in a pirate crew." 

Tuff's eyebrows shot up. That certainly explained some things. 

"It sounded crazy," she went on, "but we needed the money." She 
sighed irritably. "Their leader was hard to get along with. A crazy 
blonde that I'd run into a few times before. She was still an active 
member of her tribe, a royal at that. The whole thing was difficult. 

I had to learn how to trust people again, to make friends..." She 
frowned. "But then I did. And all of a sudden, I had five people that 
I trusted with my life, that I could call my friends. I was convinced 
that was it, that it was impossible to trust anyone other than them, 
that things would get complicated after that, because how could you 
be completely loyal to more than a handful of people? But then... 

Then I landed on Berk." 

She frowned. "I should have known better, but Camicazi's stories made 
me believe that the Vikings of your Isle were brutish and violent, 
like the man that killed my village. But... You weren't like that at 
all." She looked at him. "You weren't like that at all. You were all 
kind and, even though you were all Vikings of a supposed 
'bloodthirsty tribe', I realized that your group... You were just 
like the six of us." 



Tuff couldn't exactly agree with this. For one, he had no idea who 
her group was other than Thuggery and Camicazi. It was a real eye 
opener, though. Anna was a spy, but not for the person they all 

thought. She was working against Alvin, she and whoever else, and 

they were out to steal the treasure. 

So... Did that still make her the bad guy? Tuff wasn't sure. Perhaps 
not as bad as Alvin and his crew but... 

"And then... Then there was Hiccup." 

Tuff looked at her, his expression suddenly hard. He didn't really 
want to talk about Hiccup. 

"You all scared me at first with that Terror of yours. I feared that 
you were the same as the man with the metal arm. But you weren't. She 

wasn't." She shook her head. "Hiccup is the very opposite of what 

most leaders are, and yet she is exactly as they all should 

be. " 

Tuff frowned. _Is...?_ 

Anna went on. "She possesses a power that no one has ever seen 
before, one more powerful than that of dominating a dragon, but 
getting one to trust you. She doesn't believe in using her abilities 
for fear, but for peace." She smiled slightly. "And she gave me hope, 
when she told me about the beast. She killed a dragon the size of the 
one the metal armed man controlled, her and Toothless." 

Now Tuffnut was really confused. "How did you hear about-" 

"In a way," Anna cut him off, "she reminds me a lot of Raul. She's 
special in a way that not everyone understands yet. She was born 
different than the rest of us." She smiled again. "She was the one 
Grimbeard meant to find his treasure, and tomorrow she will." 

Tuff felt like his heart stopped beating in that moment. Either Anna 
had gone completely crazy or... Or Hiccup was... 

It was then that he noticed what Anna was playing with in her hand. 
Hiccup's sketchbook. 

Was Hiccup... Alive? 

"Tuffnut," Anna drew his attention. He met her now serious eyes with 
his panicked ones. "I need you to listen very carefully to what I'm 
about to tell you." 

_** a sexy line **_ 


"Land Ho ! " 

Ari gripped a rope and leaned over the port side of the ship, as did 
most of the crew, to get a good look at the island. 

It didn't look very large. He guessed it would take half a day's sail 
to round the whole thing, though he couldn't be sure not being able 
to see the other side. The entire island looked to be made of cliffs. 
Black cliffs, towering over the rocky waters below. As they got 
closer, it was evident that this was an isle of caves. Holes lined 



the cliff face. But where they were going, what they were all looking 
at, was far more impressive. 

About two thirds up the cliff face was a massive skull shaped rock. 
The mouth was open, as were both of the eye sockets, leading into 
three caves. The mouth was the largest, and one of the eye sockets 
had a waterfall pouring out of it. And there was a path, a wide one, 
starting at the water and leading up to the mouth of the skull, 
making it easily accessible for ships. 

It looked almost... Inviting. Too inviting. 

He wondered what Hiccup would have thought of it. 

"Would you just look at it?" He heard Alvin exclaim. He was about 
twenty lengths ahead of him, Anna by his side. 

"This is it, Anna" he went on. "This is what we've been waiting for." 
He laughed. "Prepare the dragons and the prisoners. I want us all on 
land as soon as we're close enough." He started to walk away, but 
Anna stopped him. 

"Captain," she said curtly. "I don't think that is wise." 

He paused and spun around, an amused and slightly annoyed look on his 
face. He held his hook in his hand behind his back and stepped back 
toward her. "And why, might I ask, would it be unwise for me to 

pursue the treasure I've been searching for for years as soon as I 

have possession of the sword, the riddle, and I have found the island 
it is on?" 

Anna was bold. "For one, you no longer have possession of the sword." 
Alvin's jaw went tight, but she went on before he could respond. "For 
another, the sun is setting." 

Alvin sighed irritably. "And why would I care if the sun is 
setting? " 

Anna pulled a neatly folded piece of parchment from her pocket. "The 
lullaby says 'Don't be late'. If it is true that this island is full 

of Skullions and we are going into a cave, perhaps we should take 

it ' s advice . " 

Alvin considered this. Anna stepped closer to him. Ari did, too, 
busying himself wrapping some rope as the pirates worked around 
him . 

"Think about it," Anna told her Captain, leaning in close. "Play it 
safe and wait another night. Let the crew rest a gather their full 
strength. You have come this far. Captain. There is no point in 
risking it all over excitement." 

Alvin stroked his beard. "Wise words, lass. You will make a good 
Captain one day." He leaned in even closer, his gaze horribly 
suggestive. Ari didn't know how Anna kept up her composure. "But 
perhaps for now we could settle for dinner in my quarters 
tonight . " 

Ari blinked when Anna came within an inch of his lips, a seductive 
smile on the corner of her mouth as her fingers lightly played with 



his coat collar. "Aye, aye. Captain. 


With that, Alvin flashed her a smile and walked off, shouting orders 
at the crew. 

Anna stayed where she was for a moment, her features dropping back 
into a blank expression, then looked directly into his waiting 
eye . 

Her words rang in his head. "_It would do you well to keep your eyes 
open . 

He was starting to believe her. 

"What are you looking at, Mr. Hofferson?" she asked him. 

He wasn't quite sure anymore, but he had a feeling he would find out 
soon enough. 

Anna looked away, going about her business. He watched her walk away, 
then went about his own. 

Anna despised Alvin. That much he knew. Anna was also a manipulator, 
so the question really was who she was manipulating. Was she 
manipulating him, tricking him into thinking there was a rebellion in 
the works? Or was it Alvin, tricking him into staying on the ship one 
more night? 

He didn't think it was him. Why would she? What would she gain from 
that? So that if he acted out Alvin would kill him? There was no 
point. Besides, Anna wouldn't do anything with Alvin that their eyes 
suggested willingly, would she? He shuddered. 

But that also meant that, if she was manipulating Alvin, that she had 
a reason for wanting him to stay on the ship for another night. Why 
would Anna want the whole crew to sleep on the ship for one more 
night ? 

He intended to find out. 

He couldn't catch her at all the rest of the day. There was nowhere 
to drag her off and question her without being seen. But maybe he 
could catch her before she went in or after she came out of Alvin's 
quarters . 

The sun had just set. Most of the crew had already eaten and were in 
their hammocks. Anna's, which was next to his, was empty. Ari slipped 
out of his silently. 

He crept out of the room and up the stairs. The deck was just up 
another flight. He didn't make it that far. 

Huge, strong arms grabbed him and pulled him into the hallway. He 
couldn't even shout. A dark, chocolate brown hand with a cloth came 
over his mouth and nose to stop all sound. He struggled, but all too 
quick the sickening sweet smell in the cloth entered his lungs and 
slowed his movements. 


The world went black. 



Alvin's quarters had been arranged to his demands. The food was hot, 
the table was set, and the candles were lit. Neither Alvin nor his 
guest were in yet, but someone else was about to be. 

An upside down figure appeared outside one of the windows in the 
room. A sword slipped through the slit between the glass and the wood 
frame, unlatching the lock. A moment later, the window opened, 
revealing a certain blonde Princess. 

Camicazi gripped the top of the frame and pulled herself in, righting 
herself in the process. She landed crouched on Alvin's desk silently 
with a sly smile. 

It was almost too easy. 

She untied herself from the rope and stepped down. She walked up to 
the table, pulling out the small pouch Ayla had given her. She hummed 
a little tune to herself and sat in Alvin's chair, slowly untying the 
pouch. She laughed a little to herself as she looked down at the 
white powder. 

"I little for you..." She said in a sing-song voice, flicking the 
pouch a little over Alvin's plate. She brought it over his glass of 
rum next. "And a little for you..." 

Satisfied, she stood up and turned away, but paused and, as a second 
thought, turned back and grabbed the bottle of rum next to his 
glass . 

She pulled the cork off and took a swig, stepping over to his bed. 

She pulled a small jar out of her bag with a devious smile. She'd 
been waiting to use this for a long time. 

She pulled back his furs and took another swig of the rum as she 
tapped the jar over the bed. She shook her head with a smile, wiping 
her mouth with her wrist. That was going to be fun to watch 
tomorrow . 

She heard footsteps and voices not far outside the door. She closed 
both the jar and the bottle and shoved them in her bag, then threw 
the furs back over Alvin's bed before running to the window. She 
quickly tied her wrist around the rope and held on, swinging herself 
out the window and closing it, hiding behind the wood frame. 

She stayed there a moment, peering over the side of the frame into 
the room. She watched Anna and Alvin enter the room. When they sat 
down, Alvin's back was to her. Camicazi moved further in the window 
so that her whole face was showing. She met Anna's eyes when Alvin 
looked away for a moment as he adjusted his seat. Anna shot her a 
warning look. Camicazi just smiled and threw her a thumbs up, then 
tugged on the rope twice before Hiemdall pulled out of sight. 

She'd done her part. 

_** ^ sexy line **_ 

Even though she could barely speak a dozen words in Norse, Ayla was 
not one to be underestimated. She was a healer, master of all herbs 



and mixtures of natural elements, a skilled fighter, and she could 
cook a mean stew. 

Glen didn't even see her coming when she dropped down from above and 
he recived a shap kick to the side of his head. A little something 
she picked up from her time in Rome. 

He was out immediately, his massive body falling to the floor. It was 
a good thing the crew quarters were above the brig. Glen was so fat, 
anyone would have heard that had it been above them. 

She placed a sticky, empty mug in his hand and snagged the keys from 
his vest. She patted his stomach as she walked away and approached 
the brig door. 

Anna would be there within the next half hour, and Heimdall's night 
shift would be over in just over a full hour. She had to work 
quickly . 

Her steps were silent, just as she had been taught. All of the brig 
were sleeping, all except the Grapple Grounder in the corner. He eyed 
her curiously and cocked his head to the side. She put a finger to 
her lips and held out a few blades of grass in the other hand, the 
same grass that was in Hiccup's book. She had recognized it right 
away. It cleared people's sinuses wonderfully when mashed with honey 
and hot water. 

The dragon perked up immediately. She almost laughed to herself. That 
one-legged Viking had yet to stop surprising her. 

The dark red dragon stayed silent for the rest of her time in the 
brig with the promise of the grass. She worked quickly. She pulled a 
small loaf of herbed bread out of her bag and broke it into four 
pieces, then placed them outside of each of the Berkian's cells. She 
took another half loaf, a plain loaf, and placed them outside 
Thuggery and Julian's cells. 

After, she stepped up to the bars, pressed up against Snotlout's cell 
so she could get as close as possible. The Grapple Grounder leaned 
his head towards her and sniffed expectantly. She pulled the grass 
back out of her bag and hesitantly reached her hand through the bars. 
She almost jumped back when the dragon pressed his snout to her palm 
and purred. 

She let out a near silent nervous laugh. The dragon just pushed 
further into her palm. She rubbed his snout a little and her purred 
harder. She smiled. It was nice to know that with a dragon words 
weren't nessisary. 

She wanted to stay longer, but knew her time was running out. With 
one last pet, she left the dragon and slipped out of the room. She 
wasn't careful to shut the door quietly. In fact, she purposefully 
closed it quite loudly. She listened and, a moment later, she heard 
voices behind the door. She smiled. Good. 

As soon as the Berkians ate their bread, they would be out within a 
quarter hour. That should be plenty of time. For now, she would wait 
in the Hole with Hiccup, Hiemdall, and Camicazi. 


Her part was complete. 



* * 


* * 


a sexy line 

"This is what I get for bringing on a cook with a language barrier, " 
Alvin complained grumpily. "She never understands me when I tell her 
to leave the bottle on the table." 

Anna groaned inwardly, then wondered what else Camicazi had taken or 
messed with while she was in there. 

"I've been meaning to ask you something, Anna," Alvin drew her 
attention back as he and walked over to his desk. 

"And what is that. Captain?" she asked, taking a sip of her own drink 
and falling back into her role. This is what she was good at; lying, 
manipulation, subduction. It's how she survived six years on her own, 
and it still helped now. This she could do, and this she could do 
well . 

He opened one of the drawers in his desk and pulled another bottle of 
rum out, then stepped back towards the table. "That coat you're 
wearing, " he nodded at her, sitting back down and filling up his 
glass again, "it's not yours, is it? Much to big on you." 

She smiled. She'd expected this question from him weeks ago, and she 
already had her answer prepared. The coat she was wearing was much 
too large for her, meant for someone taller and with broader 
shoulders. She had to roll the sleeves up twice so her hands weren't 
covered. It was very obviously a man's coat. Alvin wanted to know 
who ' s . 

She took another careful drink of her rum before setting it down and 
meeting his eyes, the smile never leaving her. "No, it's not." 

He hummed in interest. "Who's was it then? Your father's? Before his 
death by the hand of the metal armed man?" 

She shook her head, chewing her food before answering. "I'm afraid 
not. The sword was the only thing I got from him." 

He raised a curious brow. "A lover, then? Didn't think you were the 
type for that." 

Anna hid her suggestive smile behind her drink. "I'm eighteen years 
old. Captain. I'm bound to have had a few lovers by now, living this 
life. " 

He shrugged in agreement. "True enough. But none of them worked out, 

I see, otherwise you wouldn't be here." He gestured at the coat with 
his fork. "You steal his coat out of anger? Revenge?" 

"Actually," she told him, "I was cold, so he gave it to me." 

He smiled and laughed a little. "Well, that sort of young man is hard 
to come by. Also hard to beat." 

She raised an eyebrow. "Are you in competition with my past lovers?" 
She slipped the coat off her shoulders and let it fall onto the back 
of the chair. "Does this make you feel better?" 



His eyes weren't on hers anymore. They traveled further south, taking 
in every suggestion that her thin white tunic left. Good. That would 
keep him distracted for a while. 

"Oh, Anna," he chided in an unsettling way. "There is no competition 
for me." He leaned in close. "I could make you forget the names of 
all your past lovers with hardly any effort at all." 

She leaned in as well, eyebrows raised and a smile on her face, 
resting her elbows on the table and holding her drink up. "Now 
Captain," she chided playfully back, "I don't think I've had enough 
rum for that sort of talk yet." 

He sat back and pointed at her. "You're quite right," he agreed. He 
quickly downed the rest of his glass before picking up the bottle. 

She took the smallest sip of her own drink as she watching down half 
the bottle right there. 

The rest of the evening went as so. Alvin drank and made several 
inappropriate comments, Anna pretended to drink and egged him on. 
Whatever drugs Ayla had concocted started working rather fast, 
however. Pretty soon, Alvin was half drunk and delirious. 

She heaved him off his chair and led him towards his bed. He laughed 
as she set him down and tried to drag her with him. 

"Not tonight," she purred in his ear. "Rest and gather your strength. 
Tomorrow we will celebrate your victory." 

He murmured some dark promises under his breath as she pushed him 
back and righted him. She pulled off his boots while she was at it. 
Force of habit, she supposed. She always did that for Raul. She threw 
the furs on him before grabbing her coat and leaving. 

She shut the door to his quarters with a satisfying 'click'. She 
pulled the coat around her leaned against the frame, breathing in the 
cold, salty air. There was no sign of Ari, so Hiemdall must have 
taken care of him before helping Camicazi. And now that Alvin was out 
cold for the next six-eight hours, it was time to put the rest of the 
plan in motion. She sighed and started for the brig. 

She had one more job to do. 

_** ^ sexy line **_ 

_**A little Misfit reunion in the next chapter, then we're getting 
off this ship. **_ 

_**I hope you guys appreciate how closely I'm following the book, 
btw. For those of you who havent read it, well... you're in for a few 
more surprises. :)**_ 

_**It's going to take me a few days to proof, maybe a week depending 

on how class goes, but you should get the next chapter pretty quick. 

* * 


**Until then, let me know what you thought of this one?** 


**Write on.** 



* *~StoriesOf Aninsomniac* * 


22 . Chapter 22 

_**Here ya go, lads and lassies... Chapter 22. Sorry it took a little 
longer. Last week was crazy. **_ 

_**Key conversation here at the end with Camicazi and Hiccup. Pay 
close attention. **_ 


_**You don'to 

need the 

lullaby for this 

chapter 

_**Now, lets 
time . **_ 

see if I 

can shock you one 

more 

_**En joy ! **_ 




_** a 

sexy line 

-k -k 



Anna's steps were silent. 

She tip-toed into the brig, past the unconcious door guard Glen 
(Ayla's doing, she was sure), careful not to wake the sleeping 
occupants of it. Or at least the ones she wasn't there to break 
out . 

It was force of habit, she supposed. She couldn't help but go to him 
first . 

The lock on Thuggery's cell made the softest click. She watched his 
still form as she crept in, sleeping as spread out as possible, as 
always. She knelt down and took in his features. His hair was longer, 
his thick black curls threatening to fall in his eyes. He had stubble 
lining his whole jaw. He was thinner than he used to be, being in a 
cell for so long taking an obvious toll on him. 

But he was still the most handsome young man she knew. 

She laid a gentle hand on his shoulder. His eyes opened instantly and 
immediately landed on her, also a force of habit. Nearly two years of 
being on the run together did that to them. 

Almost as soon as he made her out in the darkness, he let out a 
silent breath or relief. She helped him up. He took her in his arms 
and held her tight. She wrapped her arms around him and buried her 
face in his worn tunic, breathing him in. 

It had been too long. 

"Te extraAlA©, Anna," he whispered in her ear. 

Her eyes threatened to water. She gripped his tunic. "Yo tambiA©n te 
extraAlA©, " she whispered into his chest. 

They held eachother for several more moments before he pulled back 
slightly, just enough to rest his forehead against hers. He brushed 
his fingers on her cheek, then ran them through her hair. 

"Lo que estA; mal?" he asked. 



He was smart. He knew that after nearly two months of not risking 
sneaking in to see him, it had to be important for her to crawl into 
his cell in the dead of night. 

She spoke more softly and continued in her mother tongue, just in 
case any wandering ears were listening, even though Ayla's 
concoctions had never failed before. Better safe than sorry. 

"It's about Hiccup, " she told him. 

He pulled her a little closer. "I know," he breathed. "I know. But 
it's not your fault. It's none of our fault. This is out of our 
hands. We didn't know this would happen." 

She shook her forehead against his, looking up into his eyes. "No," 
she said. "Hiccup is alive." 

His whole body froze. Slowly, carefully, he took her face in both 
hands, staring down at her. "Are you sure?" 

She nodded. "Camicazi rescued her. I saw her myself not an hour ago. 
Heimdall and Ayla have been healing her in the hole these past few 
days . " 

His eyes lit up. A soft, breathy laugh escaped him. He pulled her 
into another hug. "Oh, thank the Gods. Does Ari know?" 

She shook her head. "No, he doesn't." 

He pulled back again, his face etched in concern. "Why? He should 
know. The guy is going to lose his mind." 

That was Thuggery. Always thinking of others, always worried about 
them. He was a gentle heart, through and through. He'd been that way 
since the day they met. It was her favorite thing about him. 

But they didn't have time. "Shhh, " she hushed him. She pulled on him, 
urging him out of the cell. "Come on. You can see her yourself and 
all will be explained. Let's get Julian and get out of here." 

He stopped her. "Wait..." She gave him a questioning look, but all 
was soon answered as he pulled her close once more. He reached his 
hands inside her coat and wrapped his arms around her middle. She 
barely had time to reach a hand into his locks before he closed his 
mouth over hers . 

This was neither the time nor the place. But she allowed them a 
moment, just a moment, just in case they never got another one. It 
had been too long as it is, and who knew what the next day would 
bring . 

They deserved a moment. 

And that was all it took. She couldn't describe what it was, but even 
as he pulled away, she felt better. Like all the knots in her muscles 
and her stomach lessened up. She felt ready, ready to take on 
whatever came next. But just when she sighed and relaxed against him, 
a voice broke through the silence of the brig. 



"Do I get a kiss, too?" Julian asked. 


Anna and Thuggery seperated so fast it almost hurt. She shoved him 
away and whiped around. 

"Damnit, Julian!" She whispered angrily. "I'm going to kill you!" 

He just laughed and held his hands up in surrender. "Okay, okay," he 
said. "But before you do that, I would like to know how long that has 
been going on." He gestured between the two. 

She sighed and rubbed her forehead irritably. There were a million 
things she wanted to yell at him, but she settled with, "How long 
have you been awake?" 

"Long enough to see that little session, " he replied. "Seriously, you 
two? I mean, I know you guys were partners before you joined the gang 
but I didn't realize you were that close." 

Anna groaned and dropped her head in her hands. Six months. Six 
months of being careful, of hardly even touching each other, and it 
all ended here, in the cell of a pirate ship, and it was Julian who 
discovered them. 

"Julian," Thuggery's dark voice warned, picking up on Anna's 
embarrassment very clearly. "Drop it." 

He held his hands up once more. "Alright, alright. I've been up since 
the door slammed. I recognized Ayla's bread immediately. How do you 
think I knew which chunk to give to this one?" He pointed his thumb 
at the sleeping Ruffnut. "Now might I ask what this grand escape is 
about ? " 

Anna sighed again and stepped over his cell. "Just come on," she told 
him, unlocking the door. "You'll find out soon enough." 

He just shrugged and stepped out of the cell. Anna closed it and then 
they followed her out. 

"Seriously? You two?" 

"Shut up, Julian," the both said in unison. 

**_ ^ sexy line _** 

It was weird, seeing the six of them together. 

Hiccup sat cross legged on her makeshift bed, now fully clothed and 
appendaged, observing Camicazi and her Misfits circled around her in 
the tiny space. The plan had been explained and everyone understood 
their parts. The conversation had veered off at that point and Hiccup 
just sat back. Twit sat on her shoulder and she pet him absentmindly 
as she surveyed the conversation. 

"All I'm saying is, you could have broken us out sooner," Julian 
complained. "Two months is a very long time to be in a cell." 

"And all I am saying," Anna countered, "is that you shouldn't have 
gotten yourself put in there in the first place. If it wasn't for 
you. Thuggery wouldn't have had to give himself up and be down there 



with you . " 

Julian smiled. "Aww, did you miss your boy toy?" 

Anna's eyes flashed in murder, but before she could react she was 
stopped by Heimdall's voice, and his hand. "It does not matter now," 
he said. "I could have been any of us in the brig, and it would have 
been too dangerous to get any of us out." 

"Yeah, besides," Thuggery seconded, "we're all together now and 
that's what counts." 

"I know two people who are pretty happy about that..." Julian mumbled 
under his breath. 

In the next moment, a knife was out and embedded in the wall next to 
Julian's head. He yelped and jumped aside, knocking Ayla over, who 
then shoved him to the ground, swearing at him in another 
language . 

"I swear, Julian, one more word and I promise you I won't miss!" Anna 
seethed. She was on her feet at this point, being held back by 
Heimdall with one arm and Thuggery with the other. 

Camicazi rolled her eyes and stood up. She thumped the hilt of her 
sword into the ground. "Alright you lot, settle down or I'll be the 
one throwin' the knives." 

They all grumbled and started to comply until a sound stopped them in 
mid-sit. They all turned to Hiccup as she started laughing. 

Camicazi raised an eyebrow. "Somethin' funny, shortstack?" 

She shook her head, she laughter dying down. "It's just..." She 
looked up at them. "You all remind me of us. Well, the six of us from 
Berk. I mean," she looked around at each of them, "you're all very 
different, but in a way... You're exactly the same." 

This gave them pause. Whatever argument they were having was 
forgotten as they looked down at the girl, the whip marks peaking out 
of her tunic and the bruise on her face prominent. Their eyes masked 
in shame, they were all thinking the same thing. 

"But we're not," Thuggery voiced their thoughts, stepping forward. He 
got down on his knees in front of her, an enormous gesture of respect 
that was normally only used when addressing a royal, which in this 
case he was. Having once been a Prince of his isle, he knew exactly 
how to approach and speak to a position of power.. 

"We are nothing like you," he told her. "I know for a fact that you 
and your friends wouldn't have done what we did had the roles been 
reversed. You would not have put others in harms way for your own 
selfish gain." He looked back at them with honesty in his eyes, 
daring them to deny it. 

"And that's all this was," he went on, turning back to Hiccup. "We 
were on a mission of greed, and on such we stole you from your 
mission of honor. We weren't thinking of and didn't antisipate this 
outcome, but there is no excuse. We've tried to deny it, but we've 
been lying to ourselves. The truth is that we are responsible for all 



injury towards you. And if there is any way..." He shook his head. 

"If there is any way that you can forgive us. Princess, we would be 
forever in your debt and service." 

Even though she was royalty. Hiccup wasn't used to these types of 
things. Berk was very relaxed compared to most islands when it came 
to addressing royals. The only time they were ever formal was during 
ceremonies or when someone had committed a crime. In this case. 
Thuggery and the others were pleading forgiveness. 

As such. Hiccup was completely thrown off by this speech, and even 
further surprised when the Misfits, Camicazi included, mimicked 
Thuggery's stance and kneeled in front of her, bowing their heads. 
Thuggery too bowed, and he placed his hand on her left shoulder, near 
her heart, also an incredibly respectful Viking gesture. The only way 
the gesture could be accepted though was if Hiccup herself returned 
it . 

She smiled and, placing her own hand on his left shoulder, leaned 
forward as well and touched her forehead to his. She felt him exhale 
a breath of relief. 

"You are a great speaker. Thuggery, " she told him softly, "and you 
would have made a great Chief." He smiled sadly and nodded, then they 
both pulled away. 

"I understand what brought us here," Hiccup addressed them all. "Part 
of it was you, yes. But from what I've seen, the moment we arrived on 
this ship you have done everything in your power to protect us. Even 
before, you never meant any harm. " She shook her head. "I can't 
promise you anything right now as to what happens after this is all 
over, as far as your stand with my tribe goes." That was true. Her 
father was still the Chief. Ultimately he would decide their fate, 
but Hiccup did have some influance. 

"But I can say this, " she assured them. "Your lives are safe should 
you continue to protect ours. I will plead your case to my father 
once we return." 

All the shoulders in the room seemed to relax. All but one pair, 
however. Camicazi 's had been relaxed the whole time, her mind more 
concerned with something else. 

"Yeah, if we make it back, " she said, reminding them all of what 
needed to be done. 

"Right," Hiccup nodded. She cleared her throat. "Well, shall 
we?" 


"My shift will be over soon, " Heimdall informed them. "We should 
hurry . " 

"You heard the man," Camicazi said, standing up. "Let's get on it 
with . " 

**_ ^ sexy line _** 


The ship was completely silent, the night pitch black. Not even the 
moon offered it's light. One might not have even seen the four 
shadowy figures that crossed the deck even if they had been standing 



against the mainmast . 


Three of the hooded figures threw a cover off one of the boats and 
quickly belayed it down to the water. The largest figure threw the 
ladder down, then the smallest two figures lowered themselves to the 
boat . 

"You'll need to search for the right cave," Anna whispered to Hiccup 
before she shakily made her way down the ladder. "It's cold so you'll 
need a fire, but it cannot be seen from the ship." 

Hiccup nodded, looking down warily. "Right, thanks." 

"You must hurry," Heimdall ushered her. Camicazi was already readying 
the boat . 

Hiccup nodded again. "Right." She looked at them both. "Keep them 
safe," she told them, "and... And watch out for him." 

They both nodded, and then Hiccup was on the boat, Camicazi rowing 
them away. 

She eyed Hiccup curiously. "You're going to give yourself splinters 
holdin' on that tight, pipsqueak," she remarked. 

Hiccup sighed and tried to relax. "Sorry," she whispered, even though 
they were far enough away from the ship. "I'm just... Afraid of 
water. I can't swim." 

The blonde raised a eyebrow. "So I noticed." Right. Camicazi had 
jumped in and rescued her just days before. 

The boat rocked a little and Hiccup gripped the sides again, 
squeezing her eyes shut. "I wouldn't worry too much about it," 
Camicazi told her as she did this. "The only thing you have to be 
afraid of in these waters is Mermaids." 

Hiccup laughed a little nervously, though it got her to relax her 
hands a bit. As if this adventure couldn't get any more ridiculous. 
Mermaids. Nothing but folklore and old pirate tales, in Hiccup's 
mind. Camicazi seemed to believe it, however. Not surprising. Bog 
Burglars were very superstitious, believers of magic and mystic 
creatures alike. 

"Mermaids?" Hiccup kept the conversation going. 

"Oh yeah," Camicazi nodded, rowing the boat a little slower. 
"Skullions aren't the only creatures said to be bound to this isle, 
nor the only reason Grimbeard hid the treasure here. Mermaids love 
treasure." She smiled a little. "Some say they're the final test of 
those who pass the mysteries of the caves. They determine the worth 
of each soul who dares pass." 

Hiccup just stared at her, her grip completely relaxed now. "Do you 
really believe all that?" 

The blonde shrugged, eyeing Twit as he hopped up on her shoulder. 

"You convinced me that the mortal enemy of our race for the past half 
century has all just been a misunderstanding, that ferocious beasts 
could be gentle, peaceful creatures. When you consider that, are 



Mermaids that far from belief?" 


Hiccup's eyes had left her, now looking down into the water. "The 
difference is that I can see a dragon." 

Camicazi chuckled a little. "Fair enough, though I doubt a Mermaid 
would show herself to you anyway." 

Hiccup eyed her. "Why's that?" 

Camicazi smiled again, keeping her steady pace of rowing as she 
looked out at the dark, misty waters. "They only go after 
men . " 

**_ a sexy line _** 

"Where did you find them, anyway?" 

They were huddled around a fire that Twit had started for them, deep 
in the mouth of a cave. They had a few hours until sunrise, but 
neither had the desire to sleep. It was too cold, but besides that 
their nerves were much too high when they thought of the day to come. 
Hiccup thought this a good time to ask something she had been curious 
about . 


Camicazi raised her head at 
her hands. "Who?" 


Hiccup's question, rubbing warmth into 


"Your friends," Hiccup clarified. "Where did they come from?" 

"The Misfits?" Hiccup nodded. Camicazi sat back. "Well, all over 
really, each from completely different walks of life." She sighed and 
scratched her head. "None of them have a good story." 

"What do you mean?" Hiccup asked. 

Camicazi shrugged and dug around in her bag. "I mean they all ended 
up where they are because of rather unfortunate circumstances . " She 
pulled out a bottle of rum and pulled the cork off. "Thuggery you 
know. He failed his right of passage and was disowned and banished, 
barely escaping with his life. Julian couldn't find a girl to marry 
him before he turned eighteen so he was banished from my tribe, all 
because of that pesky law my mother set up. Chased him down and found 
him half drunk to death at the nearest port." She took a swig and 
shook her head. "Neither of them were wanted." 

Hiccup swallowed sadly. She wasn't sure she wanted to know but... She 
had to ask. "What about the others? Heimdall, Anna, 

Ayla ..." 

Camicazi sighed again. "Well, I bought Heimdall several years 
ago . " 

Hiccup blinked. "He's a slave?" She tried to remember if she saw a 
mark on him. 


"Was," Camicazi corrected her. "He was a Prince once. His people 
practically worshiped him because of his eyes." 


"Because they're gold?" Hiccup guessed. She too had marveled at the 



color more than once. 


Camicazi nodded. "It's not just the color though. Heimdall has the 
sharpest pair of eyes out there. He can see farther than anyone else 
can or should be able to. His people even believed he could see into 
the future." She shrugged. "But that didn't matter to the raiders 
that invaded his land. They looked at him and only saw the color of 
his skin." Hiccup frowned at that. "It doesn't make sense to me 
either. Anyway, he was taken and enslaved when he was just a boy. He 
got traded around a few times before I finally picked him up. I've 
told him he doesn't have to stay but he's followed me ever since." 

She shrugged. "He doesn't really have anywhere else to go anyway. His 
people are gone, his land further than many have dared 
travel . " 

"Where's he from?" 

Camicazi smiled. "Somewhere far, far south. A place where giant cats 
roam the ground and the sun makes the air hot to breathe. I don't 
know where it is, but I want to go there someday." 

"What about Anna?" Hiccup asked after a few moments. 

Camicazi 's smile faded. "All I know about Anna is that she's been on 
her own since she was like nine or ten, so there can't be a good 
story there." The smile came back suddenly and she chuckled lightly. 
"I met her once a few years ago at a port on one of the southern 
isles. She flat out refused my offer to join ranks. It wasn't until 
around six months ago when I ran into her again that she gave in, but 
that was only because Thuggery convinced her." 

Hiccup raised an eyebrow. "Thuggery?" 

Camicazi nodded. "Yeah. They were partners for a long time I guess. 
They were looking for someone together, from what little Thuggery 
told me. Something about her family." Another swig. "As for Ayla, 
well, I picked her up in Rome a couple years ago." 

Latin. It must have been Latin they were speaking. Hiccup hardly knew 
a lick of Latin, though she was supposed to learn. "She's 
Roman? " 

Camicazi nodded, a wicked smile on her face. "Not just any Roman. 
She's a Gladiator." 

Hiccup choked in surprise. That was hard to believe. Gladiators were 
supposed to be huge, strong warriors. Though she was taller, Ayla 
wasn't that much bigger than Hiccup herself. "A Gladiator?" 

Camicazi nodded and took another swig. She wiped her mouth. "Well, 
she was trained by Gladiators. Her father was one, I guess. She 
worked in the holding cells under the Arena. They taught her 
everything they knew. She's my best fighter." She leaned back against 
the cave wall. "Julian's my weapons specialist. Heimdall 's my eyes 
and muscles. Thuggery's the speaker, as well as peacekeeper. He can 
talk us into anywhere. As for Anna, she's the spy. She can lie 
herself into any position and get any information she wants." 

Hiccup leaned back as well with a thoughtful look. "Misfits," she 
tried the word out. "Sounds about right. Not Outcasts, not 



vikings..." She frowned. "Not really Pirates, either, even if you are 
treasure hunters." 

Camicazi chuckled in agreement. "Not when you compare us to this lot, 
no." She offered the bottle to Hiccup. "Here." Hiccup eyed her 
warily. "Oh come on, you need it. It'll warm your blood and calm your 
nerves . " 

Hiccup gave in, taking it from her. She took a careful sip before 
cringing, not used to the burn of rum. She coughed a little before 
speaking again. "So you just found them all and decided it would be a 
good idea to bring them together and go on a treasure hunt?" She 
handed her back the bottle. 

"They were lost," Camicazi explained. She took a gulp. "We all found 
each other. I just gave them a purpose, something to live for." She 
shrugged. "Life was hard for them before. The world isn't that 
accepting of those different or abandoned." 

Hiccup took the bottle back, taking a larger, sadder drink, her 
thoughts on Toothless. "No," she agreed. "It isn't." 

Camicazi raised an eyebrow at her. "Berk seems to have been pretty 
accepting of you, though, " she remarked. 

Hiccup sighed and stood up, abit shakily, handing her back the 
bottle. "It wasn't always like that." She walked away from the fire, 
towards the mouth of the cave. "Then again, it still isn't 
really . " 

Camicazi was silent, not having moved from her spot by the fire, 
though Hiccup could feel her watching. She took this as her cue to 
continue . 

She leaned against the wall at the entrance. "Before I shot down 
Toothless, almost the whole tribe hated me. Even my father. I 
couldn't fight, couldn't defend myself, made a mess everywhere I 
went. I was an embarrassment. A... A 'hiccup'." She crossed her arms 
over herself. "I mean, things did change after everything happened. 
They called me a hero but... I still can't fight. I still can hardly 
defend myself, no matter how hard Ari trains me. And now I've got 
this stupid leg." She scuffed her prosthetic into the ground, then 
sighed as Twit hoped up on her shoulder and cooed. "No matter what I 
do. I'll never fit in. I'll never be a Viking. My people will always 
look and see me as just the weak little girl who trained a dragon, 
who defied tradition, but nothing more. I'll never be one of them, 
and that's what scares me the most. In a few years. I'll be their 
Chief but..." She shook her head. "How can I lead the people if I'm 
not one of the people?" 

Why was she telling her all this? It was simple, really. Though Ari 
had comforted and reassured her that she wasn't alone when she'd 
expressed similar fears to him a few weeks ago, she knew he didn't 
fully grasp the looming terror of one day being the leader of your 
people. Camicazi, however, could relate. She too would be a Chieftain 
within the years to come. Hiccup thought she might 
understand . 


Apparently she didn't, however. Hiccup gathered as a laughed erupted 
behind her. She spun around. "What?" She asked, slightly 



offended . 


The blonde shook her head and waved her off, trying to compose 
herself. "Nothing, nothing, it's just..." She looked up at her. "Do 
you really think you're that weak?" 

Hiccup blinked, taken back. "Well..." 

"I mean. Hiccup" Camicazi cut her off, scoffing, "get over yourself. 
Honestly!" She laughed again. 

Hiccup frowned. Sure, she knew Bog Burglars were blunt sort but... 
What was Camicazi getting at? 

She stood up and walked toward her. "You shot down and trained a 
Night Fury, then defeated the biggest beast known to Vikings and 
you're standing here complaining about being small? About having a 
wicked cool battle scar?" She gestured down to her leg. "I wish I had 
a cool scar like that. And, in case you hadn't noticed, I'm not that 
big myself." She gestured at her small frame. 

Hiccup shook her head, not getting it. Twit wrapped his tail around 
her arm at her agitation. "Yeah but you're a sword fighter," Hiccup 
countered. "I wouldn't last a minute against someone like you, small 
or not . " 

Camicazi shrugged as if it was nothing. "Okay, so I'm a sword 
fighter. That's my strength. But so what? Hiccup, I wouldn't last ten 
seconds against you with that Night Fury. Hel, even that Terror on 
your shoulder could set me on fire at your command." 

Hiccup was quiet, considering the girl's words that she didn't quite 
believe yet. Camicazi sighed. "Look," she went on, "everyone has 
their strength. For most Vikings, it's their muscles. For me, it's my 
sword. But you. Hiccup? Your's is dragons. What other Viking out 
there do you know would even think of trying to train the most feared 
beast known to our race? You have the strongest gift out there. Who 
cares what you look like!" 

Hiccup looked down. "Not everyone sees it as a strength, though. Not 
even everyone in my Tribe. All they see is my disadvantage." 

"So what?" Camicazi asked her. "Who cares what a few old bags think? 
Our world is changing. Hiccup, and they'll need to catch up because 
one day you'll be Chief and they'll have you and your mount to answer 

to. " 

Hiccup looked back out at the water, a lingering doubt still floating 
around in her mind. "But do you think I can really lead them?" She 
asked her honestly. "Even though I'm not the Viking they all 
are ? " 


"Don't you get it. Hiccup?" Camicazi asked, as if it was obvious. 
"You're changing what it means to be a Viking." 

Hiccup looked out at the faint shadow of the ship on the water, 
considering her words. What Camicazi was suggesting, in her blunt and 
careless manor, was that perhaps Hiccup was a Viking. Perhaps she had 
been one all along. She was just as strong as the rest of them, just 
as strong as the largest Warrior on Berk, just in a different way. 



She was a different breed, a strange breed, but one that was 
nessisary in their changing world. 

Perhaps she could lead them. Perhaps what Ari had been telling her 
was right. She could be their Chief. She could lead the people. She'd 
had the power all along, she just hadn't realized it before. Over 
time, in the next few years, she would probably still need more 
convincing. But she was on her way, and both Ari and Camicazi seemed 
to have faith in her. 

"So, " Camicazi said after a moment, smiling, "like I said, get over 
yourself, pipsqueak." She reached out and ruffled her reddish-brown 
hair . 

Hiccup smiled as well and brushed her off. "Yeah, yeah." 

"Now, " Camicazi changed the subject, unsheething her sword. "Draw 
your sword . " 

Hiccup eyed her warily. "Why?" 

Camicazi pointed her sword at her, circling slowly. "You have two 
things to worry about tomorrow. For one, we have to figure out how 
we're going to get into the eye of that rock with that leg of yours. 
For another, you need to be able to defend yourself in the event you 
encounter a Pirate, especially if it's Alvin. So, draw your 
sword . " 

Hiccup sighed and pulled out her Grandfathers sword. "It's not going 
to help. Ari ' s already tried for-" 

"Other hand." 

Hiccup blinked. "What?" She looked down. "I always hold the sword in 
my right hand." 

"True," Camicazi agreed. "You were trained that way. All Vikings are. 
That's because being left handed is exreamly rare. You, Hiccup, are 
left handed." 

Hiccup frowned, rolling the sword into her other hand. "What makes 
you think that?" 

"Every time you pick up your Grandfather's sword to look at it, you 
did so with your left hand, " she explained. "Now though, when you go 
to fight, you use your right because that's how you were trained. 

What hand do you write with?" 

Hiccup thought about it. "My... Left." 

Camicazi smiled. "See? There you go. Now, let's start slow with a few 
blocking maneuvers." 

But Hiccup was distracted. "Camicazi." 

"I'll come at you slow at first, but then we'll get quicker 
and-" 


"Camicazi . 



"Oh come on, it won't be that-" 


"Camicazi." Hiccup looked at her, then back towards the fire. 

"Look. " 

The blonde finally looked over at what Hiccup and Twit had their eyes 
fixed on. A dragon, small but long, with the most colorful variety of 
scales Hiccup had ever seen, materialized from the deep shadows of 
the cave and settled itself by the fire, now eyeing the two Vikings 
and the small Terror with them curiously. 

"A Mood dragon," Camicazi breathed in disbelief. It was remarkable. A 
truly rare dragon indeed. 

Hiccup smiled, sheathing her sword and motioning Camicazi to do the 
same. "I think we just found our ride into the eye of the 
pirate . " 

**_ ^ sexy line _** 

_**And enter Stormfly. Book Stormfly, not movie Stormfly.**_ 

_**Did I shock you with the new pairing? Or rather, old pairing. 

* * 


_**Mini background stories. For those of you wanting more on the 
Misfits, don't worry. Its coming. **_ 

_**Alright guys, we're off the ship. This is where things get crazy 
and exciting! Stay tuned. :)**_ 

_* *~StoriesOf Aninsomnuac* *_ 


23. Chapter 23 

_**Here you are, my lovelies. Chapter 23. Slowly but surely we are 
reaching the climax of this story. Once again, I promise that this 
ends happy. Now, let's check up with Ari and then get to know our 
Mood Dragon, shall we?**_ 

**_Here's the lullaby :_** 

**_Are you ready young one 

>For an adventure so great <br>Hold your sword before you 
>There ' s gold to find, don't be late<em>** 

**_You are brave and strong 

>There is nothing to f ear<br>Leave your smelly socks at home 
>Theres no need for them here<em>** 

**_The sun has set, and the warmth with it 

>Feel the winter winds as you fall<br>The cold will suit you better 
>You're a Viking, after all<em>** 

**_Through the Pirate's mouth 

>You'll find your luck abound<br>But beware the waters, dear 
>that you shall not drown<em>** 



* * 


Through the darkness and into the light 
>You shall not be lost, nor will you fight <br>For with the dragon's 
head 

>You will find your strength, and you will find your 
right<em>* * 

_**En joy**_. 


_** ^ sexy line 

><em> 

"Get the Captain!" 

"We're missing a boat!" 
"All hands on deck!" 


Ari ' s eyes slowly started to open. But it was difficult. It was so 
very, very difficult. 

People were moving around him. Crew members, running. Things being 
thrown about. Boots thumping. He finally managed to look around. Most 
of the hammocks were empty already. Someone was yelling at him to get 
up. He tried. He tried to stand, but his legs weren't working. He 
rolled over and fell to the floor. A laugh. Someone kicked his 
side . 


"Rum didn't agree with the poor lad," a grainy voice spoke over 
him . 


But it wasn't rum. Ari didn't drink rum. It sure felt like he did, 
though. The world was blurry, everything too loud. He couldn't make 
sense of anything. 

"Ah, leave 'im." Another voice. "Cap'n's gunna have a fit when he 
sees this. If we're lucky, he'll kill 'im." 

"Doubt he'll even notice once he sees one of the boats are 
missin ' . " 

Boat? One of the boats was missing? What did that mean? 

The room got quiet. Ari thought he was alone, left to look around 
blindly and recover, until he heard another pair of boots. Two blurry 
figures kneeled down to him. 

"Ari?" Anna's voice echoed in his head. A pat on his cheek. "Ari, are 
you alright?" He couldn't even respond, only managing a small groan. 
He heard her curse in her mother tongue. 

Noises. Outside. He stared up at her in a daze as her two figures 
slowly became one. She was looking out the door. She looked back down 
at him, blinking at his now looking directly at her. "Come on," she 
said. "We must go out to the deck." 

She quickly threw his arm over her shoulder and heaved him up. He was 
surprised, even in his delirious state. She was stronger than she 
looked. His steps were sloppy, clumsy. Anna struggled to keep him 
upright, especially up the stairs. 



"For someone so large, " she groaned, "you are a serious 
lightweight . " 

He finally thought he could form a thought, some words. "Not... 

Drunk ..." 

"No," she agreed. "Just drugged." 

Drugged? He was drugged? He tried to think, but couldn't call to mind 
anything to help him make sense of what she'd just told him, only 
able to wonder how he was supposed to protect the others if he was 
drugged . 

They stepped outside. It was still dark out, thank the Gods. Ari 
didn't think he would have been able to handle the light. In the dim, 
grey haze of pre-dawn, Ari could just make out the crew members 
scrambling onto the deck. Anna set him against the railing, hooking 
his arm around the climbing ropes to keep him upright. He looked at 
her, her face now clear to him. 

"What... Happened... To me...?" He struggled to ask. 

She was breathing heavily due to the exertion of supporting his 
weight. "Don't worry," she told him. "The effects should wear off 
soon." Her head whipped around as the door to the Captain's quarters 
opened. "Stay put," she told him before running off. It wasn't like 
he had much of a choice. All he could do was stay there and watch as 
the scene played out before him. 

Alvin appeared on deck, looking disheveled and annoyed. He scratched 
his neck. "Alright, what's this all about?" 

Anna was next to him in the next moment. "Captain, it's the boats." 
She looked to one of the empty stations. "One of them is missing. 
Whoever did it, they'll have needed at least three to get it 
down . " 

Alvin's eyes flashed. "Check the brig!" He shouted. Someone ran off. 
He turned to Anna. "Who was the last watch?" 

"Glen, sir, " she told him. 

He growled in fury. "That fat lard!" He scratched his arm. "Why did 
we even put him on watch duty in the first place?" 

There was more movement and talking, but Ari couldn't see them 
anymore. A girl, one with dark hair that he recognized but couldn't 
place, stepped right in front of him, blocking his view. Startled by 
her presence, he didn't think to tell her to move. Even more 
startling, she brought her hand up to his face, pulling his eyelid 
open wide and leaning in close, frowning. 

"Hey," he finally found his voice. He tried to bring his arm up to 
swat her away, but it just flopped to the side. "Stop." 

She removed her hand but didn't move away, seemingly unfazed by his 
weak protest. She rummaged through her bag and pulled out a rag and a 
small bottle. She soaked the rag and started wiping it on his face. 

He did little to stop her, too distracted by what was going on behind 



her . 


"Captain," a man approached him. "Glen is unconscious . " He held up a 
bottle. "We found him with this." 

But Alvin didn't seem to care about that. "What of the prisoners?" he 
asked, scratching his arm with his hook. 

The man shook his head. "Only four remain, " he said. "The Meathead 
and the Bog-Burglar are gone. Camicazi is still nowhere to be 
found . " 

Gone? They were gone? They just... Took the boat and left, first 
chance they got? Left the rest of them, his friends, behind? Anger 
coursed through Ari, but not nearly as much so as the ship's Captain. 
Alvin's eyes flashed in rage. He grabbed the bottle and threw it with 
all his might, crying out in anger. It shattered across the 
deck . 

"Ready the boats!" He shouted. "I want on that island before the sun 
breaks the horizon! If those three find the treasure before I do, 
you'll all face the same fate as that pathetic little dragon 
tamer ! " 

Anger filled Ari once again, fueling him with the desire to move. But 
the girl stopped anything he might have done. She grabbed his jaw and 
yanked his mouth open, pouring some sort of sweat liquid into it. He 
choked and tried to cough it up, but she clamped her hand over his 
mouth, forcing him to swallow. 

"Drink, " she told him. She waved the bottle a little and then tapped 
his temple. "Helps." 

He hated to admit it, but he was already feeling better. He swallowed 
It down, then let her help him up to his feet, where he was able to 
stand with her supporting him. Everyone was moving around them, 
readying the boats for departure. 

The girl pointed forward. "Boat." 

He nodded. "Boat, " he agreed. 

Time to get the Hel off this ship. 

_** ^ sexy line **_ 

It took the remainder of the night, earning the dragon's 
trust . 

Well, for Camicazi, anyway. The Mood Dragon was easily accepting of 
Hiccup, sensing her peaceful nature. Having the Terror on her 
shoulder didn't hurt, either. Hiccup was quickly allowed into the her 
personal area. Camicazi, however, had major issues. 

The dragon growled at the girl as she tried to step closer, her 
scales turning from it's calm green color to a dark red. Camicazi 
threw her hands up in the air in frustration, stepping back 
again . 

"Thor above, this is ridiculous!" She cried. "How the Hel did you do 



that? She's acting like I'm going to skin her alive!" 

Hiccup sighed from her spot on the ground next to the dragon. They'd 
already been at it for an hour. "Camicazi, " she asked carefully, 

"have you ever killed a dragon?" 

"Of course," she answered, as if the question were ridiculous. "I'm a 
Viking, Hiccup. I grew up killing dragons. Not all of us are like 
you, ya know." 

Hiccup nodded, expecting that answer. "And you would kill this one 
too, if she scared you?" 

Camicazi groaned in frustration. "Yes! Of course I would! I'd run her 
through if she even tried to snap at me!" 

The dragon growled again. Hiccup put her hand on her side to try and 
soothe her. "She can sense that," she tried to reason with the 
stubborn shield maiden. "You need to toss that option aside, not even 
think of it. Literally. Toss your sword aside." 

The blonde looked at her like she was insane. "No way," she quickly 
rejected the thought. "I'm not going near that thing without my 
sword. Besides, you have yours and she did nothing!" 

"That's because she could sense that i wasn't going to kill her. I 
wouldn't even try. You need to make her feel the same towards you, 
and the only way to do that is to get rid of your weapons." 

Camicazi crossed her arms, shaking her head. "Nuh uh . No 
way . " 

Hiccup sighed again and rubbed her brow. She was losing her patience. 
"You're as stubborn as Snotlout, " she muttered under her breath. She 
lifted her head. "Camicazi, please, just try it. If she wanted to 
kill you, she would have done it already. Besides, she's our only way 
of getting into the eye without you having to climb up a rock face 
with me on your back." 

Camicazi turned to her with a dull look. Hiccup raised her eyebrows. 
Camicazi sighed. "Fine. Fine." She undid her sword belt and took a 
step forward. 

"Ah, ah, ah," Hiccup stopped her. "Daggers too." 

Camicazi grumbled several colorful words to herself before complying. 
She pulled a total of seven daggers out of various places. Her boots, 
sleeves, cloak, hairaC 1 . Hiccup raised her eyebrows at the scene. 
"What?" the blonde asked. 

Hiccup shook her head. "Nothing. JustaC 1 Nothing." She gestured at 
the Mood Dragon. "Go for it." 

Both the girl and the dragon gave each other wary looks. Camicazi 
clenched her fists, looking, for the first time, nervous and 
vulnerable without her weapons. "SoaCl I just, like, walk towards 
it?" 


"Her," Hiccup corrected her. "And yes. Get low to the ground and hold 
both hands out in front of you. Then, when you get close enough, just 



hold one hand out, close your eyes, and look away." 

Camicazi's head whipped towards her. "What?" she asked, looking 
suddenly terrified. "You didn't say that taming a dragon would cost 
me my hand. That wasn't part of the deal." 

Hiccup sighed once more. "She isn't going to eat your hand, Camicazi. 
You're just giving her your trust. It's how I tamed my Night 
Fury . " 

"Yeah, and he bit your leg off." 

"Because he saved-" she cut herself off and dropped her head in her 
hand with a heavy sigh. "Never mind, I'm not going to explain it to 
you again. Just-" She gestured at the dragon again, losing patience 
quickly . 

Camicazi finally sighed and moved forward, but not before muttering 
something about talking to a crazy person and how she was going to 
regret it. She stepped forward regardless, just as Hiccup had told 
her. It took several minutes and a few changes of color in the 
dragon's scales, but eventually she settled back down to her normal 
calm green and purred softly. When the dragon's snot finally touched 
the girl's palm, Camicazi tensed up with a nervous laugh. 

Hiccup let out a breath she hadn't known she was holding. "You can 
look at her now," she told the blonde. "Go on, pet her." 

Camicazi did, turning to face the dragon and place both hands on her 
snout, petting her softly with a wide smile. The dragon cooed and 
nudged further into her touch, her scales gradually brightening to a 
light yellow-green. Hiccup just looked on with a sad smile, her 
thoughts on her own scaly friend. 

The night progressed strangely but well after that. Over the next few 
hours, Camicazi and the Mood Dragon bonded rather quickly. The dragon 
seemed to live up to it's name as a Mood Dragon, it's mood swings odd 
and seemingly random. They seemed oddly well matched for each other 
though. Hiccup decided as she watched them. Camicazi responded to her 
mood swings with moods of her own. But even though Camicazi would 
shout or the dragon would occasionally growl, they never moved to 
hurt one another. One minute, they could be 'arguing', and the next 
the dragon would have her head in the young woman's lap as Camicazi 
laughed and scratched behind her ears. By the time they left the 
cave, the dragon even had a name. 

"Come on, Stormfly, " Camicazi urged the dragon gently once her. 
Hiccup, and Twit were all secure on her back. She pressed her heels 
into the dragon's side. "Hya!" 

The air was still in the pre-dawn light, eerily so. Like the calm 
before the storm. As they lifted into the air, Camicazi laughing into 
the frigid wind. Hiccup surveyed the open area. She could just make 
out the ship in the distance, lamps now lit and shadows moving about 
frantically . 

"Do you think they've noticed yet?" Hiccup asked, raising her voice 
to be heard above the wind. 


Camicazi looked towards the ship. "Oh yeah," she replied. "They're 



probably scrambling to find me. Thug, and Jules as we speak." She 
laughed. "I'd hate to be Glen right now. Poor bastard. He's probably 
still passed out, though, knowing Ayla." She turned back to look at 
Hiccup, wiggling her eyebrows suggestively. "Your lover boy should be 
up and about by now, assuming Heimdall gave him the correct 
dose . " 

Hiccup frowned. "Dose? What-" but she didn't need to ask. Her eyes 
went wide. "You drugged him?" 

Camicazi shrugged as she steered Stormfly alongside the cliffs. "The 
guy was gettin' too curious. Couldn't have him snoopin' around in 
things he shouldn't know quite yet." 

Hiccup was not aware of that part of the plan. "That doesn't mean you 
had to drug him!" She shouted in protest, gesturing wildly with the 
arm she wasn't using to hold on. Twit clicked at her agitation. "Ari 
doesn't react well to stuff like that. He almost died from a small 
cut from an old Nadder spike." 

"That's poison. Hiccup, not drugs," Camicazi argued. "Look, if 
Heimdall hadn't drugged him last night, Ari would have confronted 
Anna or, even worse, been on the ship deck when we snuck off. We've 
been over this. You're boy is an open book. If Ari knows you're 
alive, Alvin is going to know you're alive. My Misfits saw a 
potential problem and took care of it." 

Hiccup still wasn't happy. "Still, I don't think it was nessisary to 
drug him. He needs all his strength today and there's no telling how 
he'll react to-" 

"Hiccup, " Camicazi interrupted her. "Look." 

"No, you look," Hiccup misinterpreted her call. "Drugs should only be 
used for-" 

Camicazi stopped her would be rant by reaching back and grabbing her 
chin, turning it upwards toward the cliff face. When she saw what 
Camicazi did. Hiccup could only stare in silent awe. 

As the early morning sky slowly started to lighten, the magnificence 
of Skullian Cliff started to reveal itself. As good as the drawing 
was, it didn't do it justice. 

Halfway up the massive cliff face was the Skull, carved masterfully 
into the black stone. A pathway to the mouth had been carved all the 
way down to where the white waves crashed into the jagged rock. A 
waterfall poured out of one of the eyes of the skull, though it's 
source was unknown. It was truly a masterpiece. 

"That has to be the work of Berkians, " Camicazi was sure. "Your 
people are master rock carvers. Your Great Hall is inside the 
mountain on you isle, right?" 

"Yeah," Hiccup could only breathe. "Guess it's an inherited 
talent . " 

Camicazi laughed. "Not the only one, either." She nodded towards the 
skull. "Where to, boss?" 



Hiccup thought about it, going over the lullaby in her head. They 
knew they weren't supposed to go through the mouth. But which 
eye? 

Hiccup squinted in thought. "Avoid the waters, dear, that you shall 
not drown. Let's avoid that waterfall." 

Camicazi nudged Stormfly gently as so. "Aye, aye. 

Captain . " 

_** a sexy line **_ 

"Hey, mitts of my sister, pal!" Tuffnut exclaimed. 

But Ruffnut was perfectly capable of handling herself. She flung her 
head back into the face of the man holding her, successfully breaking 
his nose and causing him to drop her in the process. This proved 
pointless, however, as two more pirates came up and grabbed each of 
her arms. They pinned her roughly to the ground and pulled her arms 
behind her back to bind her. 

That's when Snotlout snapped. 

Quicker than they could block, Snotlout elbowed his captor in the 
gut, then in the face. He turned around and kicked him square in the 
chest, sending him down and taking his sword in the process. 

The Pirates that weren't busy preping the boats surrounded 
him. 

"What?" He shouted at them all, a challenge. "Are you going to kill 
us, too? Try it! See what happens!" 

In truth, he was more scared than angry. More lost than anything. He 
didn't know what to do. Hiccup was dead. Ari hadn't been seen for two 
days. And when they woke up this morning, groggy as ever. Thuggery 
and Jullian were gone. They thought they were dead. They had to be 
dead. All but one assumed they were dead. 

Tuffnut was the only one with a cautious stance, looking around for 
Anna, Ayla, Heimdall, anyone. He remembered everything that Anna had 
told him, word for word. They knew what was happening. They could 
help, if he could only see them. 

But Snotlout didn't know any of this. He was just lost and confused. 
And furious. So, so furious. Hiccup was dead. She was dead. And Ari, 
who knew where he was. Their leaders were gone, and there was nothing 
he could have done to stop it. They were on their own, and they were 
probably the next to be killed. But that didn't mean they were going 
down without a fight. 

"Well, come on!" He tried to urge them on. "Fight, you filthy 
pirates ! " 

"Save your energy, lad," Alvin's voice emerged from the shadows. He 
stepped forward into the circle that had formed, scratching the back 
of his neck and just looking plain annoyed. "There will be plenty of 
time for you to fight once we get in that cave." 


"What if I want to fight right now?" Snotlout asked him, turning the 



sword to him. "You and me. Let's go! I'll slice you in half and 
avenge Hiccup right here!" 

"Stop it, 'lout," a voice called to him, weak but unmistakable. 

The four remaining Berkians looked to Ari, though his appearance 
shocked them. His clothes, the earrings... And he had a sword, but he 
wasn't using it. On top of that, he looked awful. Like he was sick or 
hungover. He couldn't even completely support himself, keeping an arm 
around a young woman who was keeping him upright . 

His words shocked them even more. "Just drop your sword and get in 
the boat, " Ari told him. 

Ari ' s words made Snotlout's grip on his sword faulter. "Ari?" He 
asked, his voice quickly shifting from fury to confusion. It quickly 
switched back, however, as he turned his attention back to Alvin. 
"What did you do to him?" 

Alvin just shrugged, furiously scratching at his arm. "I didn't do 
anything to him. Seems to me like your friend has been drowning his 
sorrows in his rum rations." 

Snotlout turned back to Ari ' s slightly hunched over form. "You're a 
member of the crew?" He asked in disbelief, eyes shinning with 
betrayal. "Alvin's crew? The pirate that killed Hiccup?" 

"I am right here, you know," Alvin pointed out, scratching a ear that 
was looking more red by the minute. "It's rude to talk about people 
as if they don't exist." 

Snotlout ignored him, still looking at Ari. He had dropped his sword 
to his side and shook his head in complete dissapointment . "You're a 
pirate now," he accused the blonde. "How could you?" 

Ari ' s eyes flashed. With the help of the girl, he stepped forward and 
right up to Snotlout. He grabbed the beefy boy's arm. 

"I'm doing my best to protect the four of you," he told him in a low 
voice. "It's what Hiccup would have wanted. Now drop your sword and 
get in the boat . " 

Snotlout sneered. "You think Hiccup would have wanted you to become a 
pirate? To... To work for the man that killed her?" 

"I think Hiccup would have wanted me to do whatever it took," Ari 
countered . 

But Snotlout wasn't having it. He tore his arm away. "Well, whatever! 
Be a pirate! See if I care!" He stepped over to Ruffnut and helped 
pick her up off the ground. The Pirates didn't stop him. Even the 
ones holding Tuff and Fishlegs let go. 

The group walked over to the ladder. "And for your information," 
Snotlout called over his shoulder, "we don't need your help. We can 
take care of ourselves." 


One by one, they stepped down the ladder. Ari did nothing stop 
them . 



"Well," Alvin called the crew's attention, "now that that little spat 
is over, let's get on with it, shall we?" He nodded towards Anna, who 
nodded back. 

"Prepare the dragons ! " She shouted, moving the men into 
action . 

After she had command them to different stations, she stepped up to 
Ari and Ayla. "I'm sure your friends will understand in time," she 
told him softly. "They will forgive you." 

He shook his head. "As long as they are safe, I don't really 
care . " 

She searched his eyes for a moment before nodding. "Fair enough." She 
stepped aside and gestured forward. "Shall we?" 

_** ^ sexy line **_ 

_**Well, there you are. Ari is drugged, Snotlout hates him, Stormfly 
is quite the moody and colourful dragon, and everyone is headed into 
the caves. What will they find there? Well, let's see if you guys can 
figure it out with the clues I've given you and what you know about 
the book series. **_ 

_**Until next time.**_ 

_**Write on.**_ 

_* *~StoriesOf Aninsomniac* *_ 


End 
f ile . 



